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JULIUS CiESAIt 



OBSERFATIOKS. 



OF this tragedy many particular passages deserve regard, 
and the contention and reconcilement of Brutus and Cas- 
sius, is universally celebrated ; but I have never been 
strongly agitated in perusing it, and think it somewhat 
cold and unaflfecting, compared with some other of Shake- 
speare's plays ; his adherence to the real story, and to 
Roman manners, seem to have impeded the natural vigour 
of his genius. Johnson. 

Decius Brutus is put in the following play for Dccimus 
Brutus. The poet (as Voltaire has done since) confounds 
the characters of Marcus and Decimus, Decimus Brutva 
was the most cherished by Coesar of all his friends, while 
Marcus kept aloof, and declined so large a share of his 
favours and honours as the other had constantly accepted. 
Velleius Paterculus, speaking of Decimus Brutus, says — 
ab iis, quos miserat Antonius, jugulatim est ; justissimas- 
que optime de se merito viro C. Caesari poenas dedit. Cu- 
jus cum primus omnium amicorum fuisset, interfector fuit. 
et fortunae ex qua fructum tulerat, invidiam in auctorem 
relegabat, censebatque aequum, quae acceperat k CaBsare 
retinere : Caesarem, quia ilia dederat, peri^se. 

Lib. ii. c. 64. 

Jung^itur hU Decirmuy notissimus inter amicos 

Caesaris, iogratus, cui trans-Alpina fuisset 

Gallia Caesareo naper commissa favore. 

Non iUum coujuncta fides, aon nomen amici 

Deterrere potest — ^ 

Ante alios Z>edmtu, cui failere, nomen amici 

Pnedpue dederat, ductorem saepe morantem 

Indtat— 5u/ip/effu Ijucani. St ee V£5.s . 

Shakespeare's mistake of Decius for Decimus arose 
from the old translation of Plutarch. ' Farmer. 

The real length of time in Julius Cmsar is as follows : 
About the middle of February A. U. C. 709, a frantic 
festival, sacred to Pan, and cdled Lupercalta, was held 
in honour of CsBsar, when the regal crown was offer- 
ed to him by Antony. On the 15th of March in the same 
year he was slaiir. November 27, A. U. C. 710, the tri- 
umvirs met at a small island, formed by the river Rhenus 
near Bononia, and there adjusted their cruel proscription. 
— A. U. C. 711, Brutus and Cassius were defeated near 
Philippi. Upton. 
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con$piraior9 against Julius Cctsar, 



Julius Casar. 

OcTAvius^ C*8AB, i trtiimwr* a/jter 1^ deaOi of Julius 

lOARCus Antokius, > ^ Qtsar 

M. MuiL, Lepidus, ) 

Cicero, Publius, Popilius Lena ; nnators. 

Marcus Brutus, 

Cassius, 

Casca, 

Trebonius, 

LlOJLRIUS, 

Dicius Brutus, 

Metellus Cimber, 

Cinna, 

Fl AVius and Marullus, tribunes. 

Artemidorus, a sophist of Cnidos, 

A Soothsayer. 4 

CiNNA, a poet. Another Poet. 

LuciLius, Titinius, Messala, young Cato, and Volum- 

Nius ; friends to Brutus and Ookssius. 
Varro, Clitus, Claudius, Strato, Lucius, Darda- 

Nius ; servants to Brutus. 
PiNDARUS, servant to Cassius. 

Calphurria, wife to Ozsar. 
Portia, wife to Brutus. 

Senators^ Citizens^ Guards^ Attendants^ 4*c. 

SCENE^ during a great part i^ the ptay^ at Rome : after- 
wards at Sardis ; and near PkHippi. 



JULIUS C^SAR. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — Rome. A Street, EfUer Flavius, Marullus, 

and a Rabble of Citizens. 

-_ FlamMi. 

UENCE ; home, you idle creatares, get you home ; 

Is this a holiday ? What ! know you not. 

Being mechanical, you ought not walk, 

Upon a labouring day, wiUiout the sign 

Of your profession f— Speak, what trade art thou ? 

1 Ctt. Why, sir, a carpenter. 

Mar, Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule ? 
What dost thou with thy best apparel on ? 
— You, sir ; what trade are you? 

2 Cit, Truly, sir, in respect of a fine workman, I ani 
but, as you would say, a cobbler. 

Mar. But what trade art thou ? Answer me directly. 

2 Cit, A trade, sir, that, I hope, I may use with a sate 
conscience ; which is, indeed, sir, a mender of bad soals. 

Mar. What trade, thou knave ; thou naughty knave, 
what trade ? 

2 Cit. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out with me : 
yet, if you be out, sir, I can mend you. 

Mar. What meanest thou by that ? Mend me, thoir 
saucy fellow '* 

2 Cit. Why, sir, cobble you. 

Flav. Thou art a cobbler, art thou ? 

2 Cit. Truly, sir, all that I Uve by is with the awl : I 
meddle with no tradesman'^ matters, dot women's mat- 
ters, but with awl. I am, indeed, sir, a surgeon to old 
shoes ; when they afe in great danger, I re-cover them. 
As proper men as ever trod upon neats-leather, have 
gone upon my handy-work. , 

Flav. But wherefore art not in thy shop to-day ? 
Why dost thou lead these men about the streets ? 

Cob. Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, to get myself 
into more work. But, indeed, sir, we malEe holiday, to 
see Caesar, and to rejoice in his triumph. 

Mar. Wherefore rejoice ? What conquest brings he home 
What tributaries follow him to Rome, 

Vol. VIII. A SL 
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10 JULIUS CJESAR. AK.'l 1. 

To j;race in captive bonds his chariot ^v heels / 

You blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless thing* ! 

O, you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 

Knew you not Pompey ? Many a time and oA 

Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements, 

To towers and windows, yea, to chimney- tops. 

Your in&nts in your arms, and there have sat 

The li^e-Iong day, with patient expectation, 

To see great Pompey pass the streets of Rome : 

And when you saw his chariot but appear, 

Have you not made an universal shout, 

That Tyber trembled underneath her banks. 

To hear the replication of your sounds. 

Made in her concave shores ? 

And do you now put on your best attiri* .' 

And do you now cull out a hoUday ? 

And do you now strew flowers in his way. 

That comes in triumph over Pompey'e blood / 

Begone ; 

Run to your houses, fall upon your knees, 

Pray to the gods to intermit the plague 

That needs must light on this ingratitude. 

flav. Go, go, good countrymen, and, for this fault. 
Assemble all the poor men of your sort ; 
Draw them to Tyber banks, and weep your tears 
Into the channel, till the lowest stream 
Do kiss the most exalted shores of all. [hlv. Citizen} 
See, whe'er their basest metal be not mov\l ; 
They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness. 
Go. you down that way towards the Capitol : . . 
This way will I : Disrobe the images. 
If you do find them deck'd with ceremonies.' 

Mar, May we do so ? 
You know, it is the feast of Lupercal. . 

Flav. It is no matter ; let no images 
Be hung with CaBsarls trophies. I'll about. 
And drive away the vulgar from the streets : 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 
These growing feathers pluck'd from Caesar's wing. 
Will mdte him fly an ordinary pitch ; 
Who else would soar above the view of men, 
And keep us all in servile fearfulness. [Exeunr, 

ril ceremonies, for religious omameots. Thus afterwards, lie explains them tiy 
r«iai'« trophies i \. e. such as be had dedicated to the gods. WAKBURTON 



ACT I. JULIUS CJESAR. 11 

SCENE II. — The seme. A public Place, Enter, inprocemoriy 

with music, Cjesar ; ANTONy,/or the course ; Calphurnia. 

Portia, Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Cassius, anc? Casca, 

a great Crowd following ; among them a Soothsayer, 

Cces, Calphumia, — ^ 

Casca, Peace, ho ! CaBsar speaks^ [Mtisic ceases. 

Cc£s. Calphnrnia, ' ^ 

Cal. Here, my lord; 

Cas, Stand you directly in Antonius' way, 
When he doth run his course. ^Antonius. 

Ant. Caesar, my lord. 

Cess, Forget not, in your speed, Antonius, 
To touch Calphurnia : for our elders say. 
The barren, touched in this holy chase, 
Shake off their steril curse. 

Ant, I shall remember : 
When CaBsar says. Do thisy it is perform'd; 

Cms. Set on ; and- leave, no ceremony out. [Music . 

Sooth, Caesar. 

Qbs, Ha ! who calls ? 

Casca, Bid every noise be still : — Peace yet again. 

[Music ceases. 

CcBs, Who is it in the press, that calls on me ? 
I hear a tongue, shriller than all the music. 
Cry, Caesar : — Speak ; Caesar is turn'd to hear. 

Sooth, Beware the ides of March. 

Cobs, What man is that ? 

Bru, A soothsayer, bids you beware the ides of March. 

Cces, Set him before me, let me see his face. 

Casca, Fellow, come from the throng. Look upon Caesar. 

C(BS, What say'st thou to me now ? Spealt orice agnin. 

Sooth, Beware the ides of March. 

Cces,. He is a dreamer ; let us leave him ; — pass. 

[Sennet, Exeunt all but Bru. and Cas. 

Cas, Will you go see the ordfer of the course ? 

Bru. Not I. ' 

C(w. I pray you, do. 

Bru. I am not gamesome : I do lack some part 
Of that quick spirit that is in Antony. 
Let me not hinder, Cassius, your desires ; 
I'll leave you. 

Cas, Brutus, I do observe you now of late : 
I have not from jour eyes that gentleness; 
And show of love, as I was wont to have *. ^ 
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You bear too stuboorn and too strange a hand 
Over your friend that loves you. 

Bru. Cassias, 
Be not deceiv'd : If I hare veil'd my look, 
I turn the trouble of my countenance 
Merely upon myself. Vexed I am, 
Of late, with passions of some difference,* 
Conceptions only proper to myself. 
Which give some soil, periiaps, to my behaviours : 
But let not therefore my good friends be griev'd ; 
(Among which number, Cassius, be you one ;) 
Nor construe any further my neglect, 
Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war, 
Forgets the shows of love to other men. ' 

Cat. Then, Brutus, I have much mistook your passion ; 
By means whereof, this breast of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations. 
Tell me, good Brutus, can you see your face ? 

Bru, No, Cassius : for the eye sees not itself, 
But by reflection, by some other thin^. . 

Cas, 'Tisjust: 
And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 
That you have no such mirrors, as will turn 
Your hidden worthiness into your eye, 
That you might see your shadow. I liavc heard. 
Where many of the best respect in Rome, 
/Except inmiortal Caesar,) speaking of Brutus, 
And groaning underneath this age's yoke. 
Have wish'd that noble Brutus had his eyes. 

Bru. ,Into what dangers would you lead me, Cassius, 
That you would have me seek into myself 
For that which is not in me ? 

Cas. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar'd to hear : 
And, since you know you cannot see yourself 
So well as by reflection, I, your glass, 
Will modestly discover to yourself 
That of yourself which you yet know not of. 
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus : 
Were I a common laugher, or did use 
To stale with ordinary oaths my love 
To every new protestor ;' if you know ' 
That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard, 

[21 with a flaetoBtioii of dlieordua ofiiiiioiui ttod detires. JOHNSON. 

[3] To liiTlte werj aeir protMlor to aoy alTecQoa by the stale or allurement of 
customary oaths. JOHnBON. 
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ACT r. JVLIVS CASAR. 13 

And afler scandal them ; or i£yoQ know 

That I profess myself in banqnetii:^ 

To all the root, then hold me dangerous. [Flourish ^ thovt. 

Bru, What means thi& shooting ? I do fear, the people 
Choose Caesar for their king. 

Cos. Ay, do you fear it ? . 
Then must I think you would not hare it so. 

Bru, I would not. Cassius ; yet I lore hte well 
But wherefore do you hold me here, so long ? 
What is it that you would impart to me ? 
If it be aught toward the getaeral good. 
Set honour in one eye, and death i'the other. 
And I will look on both indjfferently : *^ 

For, let the gods so speed me, as I love 
The name of honour more than I fear death. 

CcLs, I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus,, 
As weU as I do know your outward favour. 
Well, honour is the subject of my story. — 
I cannot tell, what yon and other men 
Think of this life ; bat. for my single self 
I had as lief not be, as live to be 
In awe of such a thing as I myself. 
I was born free as Caesar ; so were you : 
We both have fed as well ; and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold, as well as he. 
For once, upon a raw and gusty day. 
The troubled Tyber chafing with her shores, 
Caesar said to me, Barest thouy Cassius y now 
Leap in with me into this angry flood,. 
And swim to yonder px)int ? — Upon the word, 
Accouter'd as I Was, I plunged in. 
And bade. him follow : so, indeed, he did. 
The torrent roar'd ; and we did buffet it 
With lusty sinews ; throwing it aside 
And stemming it with hearts of controversy. 
But ere we could arrive the point propos'd, 
Caesar cry'd^ Help me, Cassius, or t sink, 
I, as ^neas, our great ancestor. 
Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder 
The old Anchises bear, so, from the waves of Tyber 
Did I the tired Caesar : And this man 
Is now become a god ; and Cassius is 
A wretched creature, and must bend his body. 
If Caesar carelessly but nod pn him. 
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He hid a ftrer when be was in Spun, 

And, when the fit was on him, I did mark 

How he did shake : 'tia true, this god did shake : 

His coward lips did from their colour fij ;' 

And that same eye, whose bead doth awe the world, 

Did lose his lustre : 1 did hear him groan : 

At, and that tongne of his, that bade the Romans 

Matk him, and write his speeches in their books, 

Alas! it cried, Give_mt somt drink, TUinaa, 

As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of snch a feeble temper" should 

So get the start of the majestic world,' 

And bear the palm alone. [Sumt, F/ouruA. 

£ru. Another general about ! 
I do believe, that these applauses are 
For some new honouni that are beap'd on Cssar. 

Ou.; Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow world 
Like a Colosena ; and wis pet^ men ^ 

Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To find onreelveB dishono'urable graves . 
Men at aome time are masters of their &teB : 
The ^ult, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, 
But in ourselves, that we are underlii^. 
Brutus, and Cesar : What should be in that Caesar ? 
Wh^ should that name be sounded more than youi'^ .' 
Write them together, yonrs is as fair a name ; 
•Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well ; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure them, 
Brutus will start a apirit as soon as Ccesar. [iSKouf. 

Now in the names of all the gods at -once. 
Upon what meat doth this our Cssar feed. 
That he is grown so great 1 Age, thou art aham'd : 
Rome, thou haat lost the breed of noble bloods! 
When went there by an age, since the great flood. 
But it was lamM wiUi more dian with one man ? 
When could they say, till now, that talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide walks eacompass'd but one man ? w 

tdWArdl^idf IhuB fail 
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ACT I. JULIUS C^SAR. 16 

Now 19 it Rome indeed, and room enough, 

When there is in it but one only man. 

O ! you and I have heard our mthers say. 

There was a Brutus once,' that would have brookM 

The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome, 

As easily as a king. 

Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous ; 
What you would work me to, I have sonae aim ; 
How I have thought of this, and of these times, 
I shall recount hereafter ; for this present, 
I would not, so with love I might entreat you, 
Be any further mov'd. What you have said, 
I will consider ; what you have to say, 
I will with patience hear.: and find a time 
Both meet to hear, and answer, such high thingf*. 
Till then, my noble fnendj chew upon this ; 
Brutus. had rather be a. villager, 
Than to repute himself a son of Rome 
Under these hard conditions as this time 
Is like to lay upon us. 

Cos. I am glad, that my weak words 
Have struck but thus much show of fire from Brutus. 

Re-enter Cjesar, and his train. 
* Bru. The games are done, and Caesar is returning. 

Cos. As they pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve : 
And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you 
What hath proceeded, worthy note, to-day. 

Bru. I will do so ; — ^But, look you, Cassiu:^, 
The angry spot doth glow on Caesar's brow, 
And all the rest look like ^ chidden train : 
Calphumia's cheek is pale ; and Cicero 
Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes,^ 
As we have seen him in the Capitol, 
Being cross'd in conference by some senators. 

Cas. Casca will tell us what the matter is. 

Cces. Antonius. 
■^ Ant. Caesar. 

Ca:s. Let me have men about me that are fut . 
Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o'nights : 
Yond' Cassius has a lean and hungry look ; 
He thinks too much : such men are dangerous. 

Ant. Fear him not, Caesar, he's not dangerous ; 
He is a noble Roman, and well given. 

[8] TImt ia, Ladoi Junius Brutui. [9] A fSerret bn red vja. . JOHNSON. 
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Coei. 'Would be were fatter : — ^But I fear him not : 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 
I do not know the man I should avoid 
So soon as that spare Cassias. He reads much ; 
He is a great observer, and he looks 
Qjoite tlmiugh the deeds of men : he loves no pkiyt« 
As thou dost, Antony ; he hears no music : 
Seldom he smiles ; and smiles in such a sort, 
As if he mock'd himself, aAd scom'd his spirit 
That could be mov'd to smile at any thing. 
Such men as he be never at heart's ease. 
Whiles they behold a greater than themselves ; 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 
I rather tell th^e what is to be fear'd. 
Than what I fear, for always I am Caesar. 
Come on my right hand, foB this ear is deaf. 
And tell me truly what thou think'st of him. 

[Exe, CjESAR and his Train. Casca stays behmi 

Catca. You pull'd me by the cloak ; Would you speak 
with me ? 

Bru, Ay, Casca ; tell us what hath chanc'd to-da}'. 
That CsBsar looks so sad ? 

Casca. Why yoa were with him, were you not ? 

Bru. I should oot then ask Casca what hath chanc'd. * 

Ca^ca. Why, there was a crown offered ' him : and be- 
ing offered him, he put it bv with the back of his handi 
thus ; and then the people tell a shouting. 

Bru. What was the second noise for ? 

Casca. Why, for that too. 

Cas. They shouted thrice ; what was the last cry for ? 

Casca. Why, for, that too. 

Bru. Was the crown offer'd him thrice ? 

Casca. Ay, marry, was't, and he put it by thrice, eveiy 
time gentler than other ; and at every putting by, mine 
honest neighbours shouted. 

Ca>s. Who offered him the crown ? 

Casca. Why, Aniony. 

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca. 

Casca. I can as well be hanged, as tell the manner of it : 
it was mere foolery. 1 did not mark it. 1 saw Mari^ 
Antony offer him a crown ; — ^yet 'twas not a crown nei- 
ther, 'twas one of these coronets ; — ^and, as I told you, 
he put it hy once ; but, for all that, to my thinking, he 
he would fain have had it. Then he offered it to him 
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again ; then he put it by again : but, to my thinking, he 
was very loath to lay hiis fingers off it. And then he of- 
fered it the third time ; he put it the third time by : and 
still as he refused it, the rabblement hooted, and clapped 
their chopped hands, and threw up their sweaty night- 
caps, and uttered such a deal of stinking breath because 
Caesar refused the crown, that it had almost choaked Cae- 
sar ; for he swooned, , and fell down at it : And . for mine 
own part, I durst not laugh, for fear of opening my hps, 
and receiving the bad air. 

CkjLs. But,. soft, I pray you : What ? Did Caesar swoon ? 

Casca. He fell down in the market-place, and foamed at 
mouth, and was speechless. - . 

Bru. 'Tis very like : he hath the falling-sickness, • 

Cos, No, Caesar hath it not ; but you, and I, ' 
And honest Casca, we have the falling-sickness. 

Casca. I know not what you n^an by that ; but, I am 
sure, Caesar fell down. If the tag-rag people did not clap 
him, and hiss him, according as he pleased, and displeas- 
ed them, as th^y use to do &e players in the theatre, 1 
am no true man. 

Bru, What said he, when he came unto himself? 

Casca. Marry, before he fell down, when he perceiv'd 
the coDomon herd was glad he refused the crown, he 
plucked me ope his doublet, and offered them his throat 
to cut. — ^An 1 had been a man of any occupation,* if I 
would not have taken him at a word, I would L might go 
to hell among the rogues : — and so he fell. When he 
came to himself again, he said, If he had done or said, 
any thing amiss, he desired their worships to think it was 
his infirmity. Three or four wenches, where I stood, cried, 
Alas, good soul ! — and forgave him with all their hearts : 
But there's no heed to be taken of them ; if Caesar had 
stabbed their mothers, they would have done no less. 

Bru. And after that, he came, thus sad, away ? 

Casca. Ay. 

Cei5. Did Cicero say any thing ? 

Casca. Ay, he spoke Greek.* 

Cas. To what effect? 

Casca. Nay, an 1 tell you that, Pll ne'er look you i^the 
face again : But those, that understood him, smiled at one 
another, and shook their heads : but, for mine own part, 

' [1] Had I been a mecbanic,ODe of the ftebetaHW lo whom he offered hit tfaiost. 
^ . JOaKSON. 

2 VOL.VIII. 



18 JULIU8 C£SAR. ACT I. 

it was Greek to me. I could tell you more news too : 
Mamllus and Flavius, for pulling scarfs ofif Caesar^s ima- 
ges, are put to silence. Fare you well. There was more 
roolery yet, if I could remember it. 

Ckis. Will you sup with me to-night, Casca ? 

Casca, No, I am promised forth. 

Cas. Will you dine with me to-morrow ? 

Casca. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and your 
dinner worth the eating. 

Cos. Good ; I will expect you. 

Casca. Do so : farewell, both. [iJfiV.A 

Bru, What a blunt fellow is this grown to be ? W 

Ele was quick mettle, when he went to school. 

Cg5. So is he now, in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterprize. 
However he puts on this tardy form. 
This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit. 
Which gives men stomach to digest his words 
With better appetite. 

Bru. And so it is. For this time I will leave you : 
To-morrow, if you please to speak with mc, 
I will conie home to you ; or, if you will, . 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 

Cas, I will do so : — till then, think of the world. 

[Exit Brutis. 
Well, Bruius, thou art noble ; yet, I sec, 
Thy honourable metal may be wrought 
From that it is disposed :• Therefore *tis meet 
That noble minds keep ever with their likes : 
For who so firm, that cannot be seduc'd ? 
Cssar doth bear me iiard ; but he loves Brutus : 
If I were. Brutus now, and he were Cassius, 
He should not humour me.' I will this night, 
In several hands, in at his windows throw, 
As if they came from several citizens. 
Writings, all tending to the great opinion 
That Rome holds of his name ; wherein obscurely 
Caesar's ambition shall be glanced at : 
And, after this, let Caesar seat him sure ; 
For we will shake him, or worse days endure. [Exit. 

[2] The best metal or temper may be worked loto qualities contrary to lt« ori^nal 
constitution. JOHNSON. 

[SI The meanfaoff I tbink is this, « Cesar lores Brutus, but If Brutus and I wen> 
to cbaage places, Us love should not humour me," should not uike hold of my al- 
fectiop, so yi8 (0 make me iiirget m^ fMiucljtIes. JOilNSON. 
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SCENE III. 

l[%e same. A Street. Thunder and lightning. Enter, from 
opposite sides, Casca, imth his sword dragoon, and Cicero. 

Cic. Good even, Casca : Brought you Caesar home ? 
Why are you breathless ? and why stare you so ? 

Casca. Are not you mov'd, when all the sway of earth* 
Shakes, like a thing unfirm ? O Cicero, 
I have seen tempests, when the scolding winds 
Have riv'd the knotty oaks ; and I have seen 
The ambitious ocean swell, and rage, and foam, 
To be exalted with the tibreat'ning clouds : 
But never till to-night, never till now, 
Did I go through a tempest dropping fire. 
Either there is a civil strife in heaven ; 
Or else the world, too saucy with the gods, 
Incenses them to send destruction. 

Cic. W^y, saw you any thing more wonderful ? 

Casca. A common slave (you know him well by sight,) 
Held up bis left hand, which did flame, and burn 
Like twenty torches join'd ; and yet his hand, J 

Not sensible of fire, remained unscorch'd. 
Besides, (I have not since put up my sword,) 
Against the Capitol I met a Hon, 
Who glar'd upon me,^ and went surly by. 
Without annoying me : And there were drawn 
Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women. 
Transformed with their fear ; who swore, they saw 
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the streets. 
And, yesterday, the bird of night did sit. 
Even at noon-day, upon the market-place. 
Hooting, and shriekmg. When these prodigies 
Do so conjointly meet, let not men say, 
Tluse are their reasons, — -They are natural ; 
For, I believe, they are portentous things 
Unto the climate that they point upon. . 

Cic. Indeed, it is a strange-disposed time : 
But men may construe things afte): their fashion, 
Clean from the purpose of the things themselves. 
Comes Caesar to the Capitol to-morrow ? 

Casca. He doth ; for he did bid Antonius 
Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow. 



[6] The whole weight or monMntam of this globe. JOHNSON. 

[6] Qlm»d hat a singular proprletf, aa. it toldghly expreiaifa of the fmoat itia- 
tUU&m of a lioB*8 eye. fiTEEVEN^. 
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Cic, Good night then, Casca : this disturbed sky 
Is not to walk in. 

Quea, Farewell, Cicero. [Exit Cicero. 

Enter Cassivs. 

Cos. Who's there? 

Casca. A Roman. 

Gm. Casca, by your voice. 

Casca, Your ear is good. Cassius, what night is this ? 

Cas. A very pleasing night to honest men.. 

Casca, Who ever knew the heavens menace so ? 

Cas^ Those, that have known tlie earth so full of faults : 
For my part, I have walk'd about the streets, 
Submitting me unto the perilous night ; 
And, thus unbraced, Casca, as you sc^e, 
Have bar'd my bosom to the thunder-stone :^ 
And, when the cross bine Ughtning seemM to open 
The breast of heaven, I did present myself 
Even in the aim and very flash of it. * 

Casca, But wherefore did you so much tempt the heavens? 
It is the part of men to fear and tremble, 
When the most mighty gods, by tokens, send 
Such dreadful her^ds to astonish us. 

Cas, You are dull, Casca ; and those sparks of life 
That should be in a Roman, yop do want, 
Or else you use not : You look pale, and gaze, 
And put on fear, and cast yourself in wonder. 
To see the strange impatience of the heavens : 
But if you would consider the true cause, 
Why adl these fires, why all these gliding ghosts, 
Why birds, and beasts, from quality and kind f 
Why old men fools, and children calculate ;• 
Why all these things change, from their ordinance, 
Their natures, and pre-formed faculties, 
To monstrous quality ; why, you shall find, 
That heaven hath infus'd them with these spirits, 
To make them instruments of fear, and warning. 
Unto some monstrous state. Now could I, Casca, 
Name to thee a man most like this dreadful nig^t , 
That thunders, lightehs, opens graves, and roars 
As doUi the lion in the Capitol : 

[61 A stone iktmlouily suppoied to be ^eOiargtA^&w^er. STEEVENS. 
[7] That Is, Wh7 they deviate firom ouattty and nature. This line might perhaps 
be ipore vropm piaoed after the next Imes : 

Why bnrdii, and beasts, fimn qoaiitj and kind } 

Why all these ihinfi ehaafe ham their ordinance. JOHNSON. 

[ t] Caladau here eisnlfiei to foretell,to ftophisy. WARBURTON. 



ACT r. JULIUS CJSSAR. $ I 

A man no mightier than thyself, or me, 
[n personal action, yet prodigious grown,' 
And fearful, as these strange eruptions are. 

Casca. 'Tis Caesar that you mean : Is it not, CaBliiis ? 

Cas. Let it be who it is : for Romans now 
Have thewes and limbs like to their ancestors ;* 
But, 'woe the while ! our fathers' minds are dead^ 
And we are governed with our mothers' spirits ; 
Our yoke and si^erance show us womanish. 

€^ca. IndeeJ, they say, the senators to-morrow 
Mean to estabhsh C&esar as a king : 
And he shall wear his crown by sea, and land, 
In every place, save here in Italy. 

Cos. I know where 1 will wear this dagger then ; 
Cassius from bondage will dehver Cassius : 
Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most strong ; 
Therein, ye %ods, you tyrants do defeat : 
Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass, 
Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron, 
Can be retentive to the strength of spirit ; 
But life, being weary of these worldly bars. 
Never lacks power to dismiss itself. 
If I know this, know all the world besides. 
That part of tyranny, that I do bear, 
I can shake on at pleasure. 

Casca. So can 1 : 
So every bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to cancel his captivity. 

Ca», And why should Csesar be a tyrant then ? 
Poor man ! I know, he would not be a wolf, 
But that he sees the Romans are but sheep : 
He were no lion, were not Romans, hinds. 
Those that with haste will make a mighty fire, 
Begin it with weak straws : What trash is Rome. 
What rubbish, and what offal, when it serves 
For the base matter to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Caesar ? But, O grief! 
Where hast thou led me ? I, perhaps, speak this 
Before a willing bondman : then I know 
My answer must be made :' But I am arm'd. 
And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Casca. .You speak to Casca ; and to siilch a man, 

9] Prodi^ous is portenuras. STBEVENS. 

Vj TAcTuet is an obsolete word implying nerrei or moKubur Knagth. STEE. 
I shall be called to account, and mast ofinvtr as fer teditioiis wSrds. JOHN. 
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That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold my hand ;' 
Be fiu:tiou8 for redress of all these grie& ;* 
And I will set this foot of mine as far, 
As who goes furthest. 

Cos, There's a bargain made. 
Now know jou, Casca, I have mov'd already 
Some certain of the noblest-minded Romans, 
To undergo, with me, an enterprize 
Of honourable-dangerous consequence ; 
And I do know, by this, they stay for me * 

In Pompey^s porch : For now, this fearful night, 
There is no stir, or walking in the streets ; 
And the complexion of the element. 
Is fayour'd, like the work we have in hand, 
Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible. 

Enter Cinna. 

Catea, Stand close a while, for here comes one in haste. 

Oi8. 'Tis Cinna, I do know him by his gait ; 
He is a friend. — Cinna, where haste you so ? 

Cm. To find out you : Who's that ? Metellus Cimber ? 

Ccts, No, it, is Casca ; one incorporate 
To our attempts. Am I not staid for, Cinna ? 

Gn, I am glad on't. What a fearful night is this ? 
There's two or three of us have seen strange sights. 

Cas. Am I not staid for, Cinna ? Tell me. 

Cm. Tes, 
You are. O, Cassius, if you could but win 
The^noble Brutus to our partjr 

CcLs. Be you content : Good Cinna, take this paper, 
And look you lay it in the praetor's chair. 
Where Brutus may but find it ; and -throw this 
In at his window : set this up with wax 
Upon old Brutus' statue : all this done,' 
Repair to Pompey'ri porch, where you shall find us. 
Is Decius Brutus, and Trebonius, there ? 

Cin. All but Metellus Cimber ; and he's gone 
To seek you at your house. Well, I will fie, 
And so bestow these papers as you bade me. 

Cos. That done, repair to Pompey's theatre. [Exit Cm: 
Come, Casca, you and I will, yet, ere day. 
See Brutus at ms house : three parts of him 
Is ours already*; and the man entire, 
Upon the next encounter, yields him ours. 

[8] Bere'k 107 band. [4] FMceimii^setmfheKtoiiieanacfive. JOHNSON. 
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Casca. O, he sits high, in all the people's hearts :' 
And that, which would appear offence in us. 
His countenance, hke richest alchymy, 
Will change to virtue, and to worthiness. 

Cas^ Him, and his worth, and our great need of him. 
You have right well conceited. Let us go, - 
For it is after midnight ; and, ere day. 
We win awake him, and he sure of him. [Extunt. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — Brutus* garden. JSnicr Brutus. 
Bru, What, Lucius ! |io ! 
I cannot, by the progress of the stars, 
Give guess how near to day. — Lucius, I say I — '- 
I would it were my fault to sleep so soundly. — 
When, Lucius, when ? Awake, I say : what, Lucius ! 

Enter Luqius. 

Lmc, Caird you, my lord ? 

Bru, Get me a taper in my study, Lucius ; 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 

Lmc, I will, my lord. [Exit. 

Bru, It. must be by his death : for my part, 
I know no personal cause to spurn at him. 
But for the general. He would be crown'd : 
How that might change his nature, there's the question. 
It is the bright day, that brings forth the adder ; 
And that craves wary walking. Crown him ? — That ; — 
And then, I grant, we put a sting in him,^ 
That at his will he may do danger with. 
The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins* 
Remorse from power -^ And, to speak truth of Cassar, 
I have not known when his affections sway'd 
More than liis reason. But 'tis a common proof. 
That lowliness is young ambition's ladder. 
Whereto the climber-upward turns l.'.s face ; 
But when he once attains the upmost round, 
He then unto the ladder turns his back. 
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees^ 
By which he did ascend : So Caesar may ; 
Then, lest he may, prevent. And, since the quarrel 

[5] JZcmoTM for mercy. WAR6URT0N. [6] Thatis,lowstept. JOHNSOiBi 
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Will bear no colour for the thing he is, 

Fashion it thus ; that what he is, augmented, 

Would nin to these, and these ortremities : 

And therefore think him as a serpent's egg, 

Which, hatch'd, would, as his kind,^ grow mischieyyis ; - 

And kill him in the ibell. 

Jb-en^er Lucius. 

Luc. The taper bnnieth in your closet, sir. 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 
This paper, thus seal'd up ; and, I am sure, 
It did. not lie there, when I went to-bed. 

Bru. Get you to bed again, it is not day. 
Is not to-morrow, boy, ^e ides of March ? 

hue. 1 know not, sir. 

Bru. Look in the calendar, and bring me word. 

Luc, I will, sir. [Exit, 

Bru, The exhalations, idiizzing in the air. 
Give so much light, that I may read by them. 

[Opens the letter, and reads, 
Brutus, thou steepest ; awake, and see thyself. 
Shall Rome, ^c. Speak, strike, redress ! 

Brutus, thou sleep* st ; awake, 

Such instigations have been often dropp'd 
Where 1 have took them up. 
Skall Rome, ^c. Thus must I piece it out ; 
Shadl Rome stand under one man's awe ? What ! Rome ? 
My ancestors did from the streets of Rome 
The Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a king. 
Speak, strike, redress ! — ^Am I entreated then 
To speak, and strike ? O Rome ! I make thee promise, 
If the redress will follow, thou receivest 
Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus I 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc. Sir, March is wasted fourteen days. 

[Knock within. 

Bru. 'Tis good. Go to the gate ; somebody knocks'. 

[Exit Lucius. 
Since Cassius first did whet me against Caesar, 
I have not slept. 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing 
And the first motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream :' 

[71 Accarding to his nature. JOHNSON. 

[8] That niM critk, Dtooyilitt of HalifriMWiw, oompbiiis that of all kind of 
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rhe genias, and the mortal instmineiits, 
^e &en in council ; and the state of iiian> 
Like to a little kingdom, snffien then 
The nature of an insurrection. 

Re-enter Lucius. '^)i 

Luc. Sir, 'tis your brother Cassius pif the door/ 
iVho doth desire to see you. >* : 

Bru. Is he alone ? 
- Luc. No, sir, there are more with lum. 

Bru. Do you know them ? 

Luc. No, sir ; their hats are pluck'd about their ears, 
ind half their faces buried in their cloaks, 
^hat by no means I may discover them 
y any marks of favour.* 

Bru. Let them enter. [Exit Lucius. 

Iiey are the faction. O conspiracy ! 
bam'st thou to show thy dangerous brow by night, 
^hen evils are most free ? O, then, by day, 
^here wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 
'o mask thy monstrous visage ? Seek none, conspiracy : 
ide it in smiles, and afira1;)ility : 
or if thou path thy native semblance on,* 
ot Erebus itself were dim enough 
o hide thee from prevention. 

titer Cassius, Casca, Decius, Cinna, Metellus Cim- 

BER, and Trebonius. 

Ckis. 1 think we are too bold upon your rest : 
ood-morrow, Brutus ; Do we trouble you ? 

Katies, those grreat strokes, which he calls the terrible graces, and which are so 
^ent in Homer, are Dot to be found in any of the following* writers.' Among our 
■mrymen, it seems to be as much confined to the British Homer. This description 
tbe condition of conspirators, before tlie execution of their design, has a pomp and 
ror in it that perfectly astonishes. The excellent Mr. Addison, whose modesty 
ide him sometimes diffident of his own genius, but whose true judgment alwajrs 
him to the safest guides (as we may see by those fine strokes in his Cato borrow- 
from the Pliilippics of Cicerc^ has paraphrased this fine description \ but we are ■ 
longer to expect tiiose terrible graces which animate his original. 

** think, what anxious moments pass between 

The birth of plots, and their last fatal periods. 

Oh, His a dreadful interval of time, 

Fiird up with horror all, and big with death.'' Cato. WARD. 
ftkespeare is describing what passes in a mieie bosom, the insurrection which a 
telrfrator feels agitating the little kingdom of nis own miud } when the genius, or 
Krer that watches for his protection, and the mortal instruments, the passion?', 
ich excite him to a deed of honoiur and danger, are in council and debate ; when 
i desire of action and tbe care of safeQr keep the mind in contimusi ^actuation and 
turbance. JOHNSON. 

9] Cassius married Junia, Brutus's sister. 6TEEVEN6- 

1] Any distinctions of countenance. JOHNSON. 

^J If thou walk in thy true fbrm. JOHNSON. 

Vol. VIll. B 



26 Jt'LIUS CJE81A. ACl^, 

Bru. I haye been up this hour ; awake, all night. 
Know I these men, that come along with you ? 

Cos. Yes, every man of them ; and no man here, 
But honours you ; and every one doth wish, 
You had but that opinion of yourself, 
Which every noble Roman bears of you. 
This is Trebonius. 
Bru. He is welcome hither. 
Cos. This Decius Brutus. 
Bru. He is welcome too. 
Cos, This, Casca ; this, Cinna ; 
And this, Metellus Cimber. 

Bru. They are all welcome. 
What watchful cares do interpose themselves 
Betwixt your eyes and night ? 

Cos. Shall I entreat a word ? [^TS^ whim 

Dec. Here lies the east : Doth not the day break hS 
Casca. No. ' 

Cin. O, pardon, sir, it doth ; and yon grey lines, 
That fret the clouds, are messengers of day. 

Ozsca. You shall confess, that you are both deceived 
Here, as I point my sword, the sun arises ; ^ 

Which is a great way growing on the south, 
Wei^ng the youthful season of the year. 
Some two months hence, up higher toward the north 
He first presents his fire ; and the high east 
Stands, as the Capitol, directly here. 

Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one. 
Cas. And let us swear our resolution. 
Bru. No, not an oath : If not the face of men,^ 
The sufferance of our souls, the time's abuse, — 
If these be motives weak, break off betimes, 
And every man h,ence to his idle bed ; 
So let high-sighted tyranny range on, 
Till each man drop by lottery.* But if these. 
As I am sure they do, bear fire enough 
To kindle cowards, and to steal with valour 
The melting spirits of women ; then, countrymen. 
What need we any spur, but our own cause. 
To prick us to redress ? what other bond. 
Than secret Romans, that have spoke the word, 

— f MP 

[S] Mr. Mason would read failht of nun, wbich might easily bare been ankm 
ed with/ooe. MALONE. 

[4] Perhaps the poet alluded to the custom of decimationj i. e. the selection bf 
of every tenth soldier, in a g^eneral mutiny, fur punishment. 6TEEVEK8. 
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^1 will not palter V and what other oath, 
an honesty to honesty engag'd, 

» at this shall he, or we will Ml for it ? 
'ear priests, and cowards, and men cantelouB,^ 
1 feehle carrions, and such su£fering souls 
lat welcome wrongs ; unto had causes swear 
ch creatures as men douht : hut do not stain 

feven virtue of our enterprize, 
the insuppressive mettle of our spirits, 
» think, that, or our cause, or our performance. 
id need an oath ; when every drop of hlood, 
[lat every Roman bears, and nobly bears, 
guilty of a several bastardy, 
, he do break the smaUest particle 
rany promise that hath pass'd from him. 
£a8. But what of Cicero ? Shall we sound him ? 
pbink, he will stand very strong with us. 
Casca, Let us not leave him out. 
Cirn, No, by no means. 
Met, O let us have him ; for his silver hairs 
iU purchase us a good opinion, 
id buy men's voices to commend our deeds : 
shall be said, his judgment rul'd our hands ; 
ir youths, and wildness, shall no whit appear. 
It all be buried in his gravity. 
£ru. O, name him not : let us not break with him : 
^r he will never follow any thing 
lat other men begin. 
Cos. Then leave him out. 
Casca, Indeed, he is not fit. 

Dec, Shall no man else be tcuch'd but only Caesar ? 
Cas. Decius, well urg'd : — I think it is not meet, 
aurk Antony, so well helov'd of Caesar, 
ould outhve Caesar : We shall find of him 
shrewd contriver ; and, you know, his means, 
he improves them, may well stretch so far, 
. to annoy us all : which to prevent, 
it Antony, and Caesar, fall together. 
Bru. Our course will seem too bloody, Caius Cassius, 
D cut the head off, and then hack the limbs ; 
ke wrath in death, and envy afterwards :^ 
>r Antony is but a limb of Caesar. 

5] Win not (ty from hU engagements. BIALONE. 

6] BaUoker, in his EnffUsb SxpodUMr, 1616, tzplains emf «2biu thus, "* Warle, cip- 
aipeeU* BfALONk „..^„. 

7] Envy is here, as almost ilwyi ip Shakfspwye^ fksjB, muiiee. MAl0N» 
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Let US be sacrificers, bat no batchers, Caius. 
We all stand ap against the spirit of Caesar ; 
And in the spirit of men there is no blood : 
O, that we then could come by Caesar's spirit, 
And not dismember Caesar ! But, alas, 
Caesar must bleed fi>r it ! And, gentle friends. 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; 
liBt's carye him as a dish fit for the gods, 
Not hew him as a carcase fit for hounds : 
And let our hearts, as subtle masters do. 
Stir up their servants to an act of rage. 
And afler seem to chide them. This shall make 
Our purpose necessary, and not envious : 
Which so appearing to the common eyes, 
We shall be call'd purgers, not murderers. 
And for Mark Antony, think not of him ; 
For he can do no more than Caesar's arm, 
When Caesar's head is off. 

CkLs. Yet do I fear him : 
For in the ingrafted love he bears to Caesar, 

Bru, Alas, good Cassius, do not think of him : 
If he love Caesar, all that he can do 
Is to himself; take thought, and die for Caesar : 
And that were much he should ; for he is given 
To sports, to wildness, and much company.^ 

Treb, There is no fear in him ; let him not die ; 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. [Clock stn 

Bru. Peace, count the clock. 

Cas. The clock hath stricken three. 

Treb. 'Tis time to part. 

Ca5. But it is doubtful yet, 
If Caesar will come forth to-day, or no : 
For he is superstitious grown of late ; 
Qjiiite from the main opinion he held once 
Of fantasy, of dreams, and ceremonies :*. 
It may be, these apparent prodigies, 
The unaccustom'd terror of this night. 
And the persuasion of his augurers, 
May hold him from the Capitol to-day. 

Dec, Never fear that : If he be so resolv'd, 
1 can o'ersway him : for he loves to hear. 
That unicorns may be betray'd with trees, 

[81 Oompany is here used in a diar^mtable sense. HENLET. 

[9] Ceremonies means omens or siens deduced fimn sacrifices, or other cei 
■Ml rites. MALONE. 
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And bears with glasses, elephants with holes,' 
Lions with toils, and men with flatterers : 
Bat) when 1 tell him, he hates flatterers, 
He says, he does ; being then most flattered. 
Let me work : 

For 1 can give his humour the true bent ; 
And I will bring him to the Capitol. 

Cos. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him. 

Bru, By the eighth hour : is that the uttermost ? 

Cin. Be that the uttermost, and fail not then. 

Met. Gains Ligarius doth bear Caesar hard, 
Who rated him for speaking well of Pompey ; 
I wonder, none of you have thought of him. 

Bru. Now, good Metellus, go along by him ;' 
He loves me well, and I have given him reasons : 
Send him but hither, and Til fashion him. 

Cas. The morning comes upon us : We'll leave 
you, Brutus : — 
And, friends, disperse yourselves : but all remember 
What yon have said, and show yourselyes true Romans. 

Bru, Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily ; 
Let not our looks put on our purposes ; 
But bear it as our Roman actors do. 
With untir'd spirits, and formal constancy : 
And 80, good-morrow to you every one. 

[Exeunt all but Brutus. 
Boy ! Lucius ! — ^Fast asleep ? It is no matter ; 
Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber : 
Thou hast no figures, nor no fantasies, 
Which busy care draws in the brains of men ; 
> Therefore thou sleep'st so sound. 

Enter Portia. 

Por. Bmtud, my lord ! 

Bru» Portia, what mean you ? Wherefore rise you now? 
It is not for your health, thus to commit 
Tour weak condition to the raw-cold morning. 

Por, Nor for yours neither. You have ungently, Brutus, 
Stole from my bed : And yesternight, at supper, 

[1] Unicorns are aid to have been taken by one who, runnin? beliind a tree, 
mnied the violent posh tiie animal was making at him, so that lus horn npent iu 
Aroeon the trunk, and stuck fast, detaining the beast till he was despatched by the 
kntfer. Bears are reported to haTe been surprised by means of a mirror, which 
tbcy waaid gaie 00. aibnling dieir pursuers an opportuidiy of taking the sorer aim. 
Thu eiremnstance, 1 tUak, is mentioned by ChuKflan. KJephaots were seduced intb 
pit-fiills, lightly ooversd wltb hurdles and turf, on which a proper bait to tempt them, 
was moied. 8TEEVENS. 

l^ lWb,byUshoaie. MALONE. 
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You suddenly arose, and walk'd about, 

Musing, and sighing, with your arms across ; 

And when I ask'd you what the matter was, 

You star'd upon me with ungentle looks : 

I urg'd you turther ; then you scratch'd your head. 

And too impatiently stamp'd with your foot ; 

Yet I insisted, yet you answer'd not ; 

But, with an angry wafture of your hand. 

Gave sign for me to leave you : So I did ; 

Fearing to strengthen that impatience. 

Which seem'd too much enkindled ; and, withal^ 

Hoping it was but an effect of humour. 

Which sometime hath his hour >vith every man. 

It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep ; 

And, could it work so much upon your shape, 

As it hath much prevail'd on your condition,* 

1 49hould not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord^ 

Make me acquainted with your cause of grief. 

Bru, I am not well in health, and that is all. 

Por, Brutus is wise, and, were he not in health, 
He would embrace the means to come by it. 

Eru. Why, so I do : — Good Portia, go to bed 

For, Is Brutus sick ? and is it physical 
To walk unbraced, and suck up the humours 
Of the dank morning ? What, is Brutus sick : 
And will he steal out of his wholesome bed, 
To dare the vile contagion of the night ? 
And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air 
To add unto his sickness ? No, my Brutus ; 
You have some sick offence within your mind. 
Which, by the right and virtue of my place, 
I ought to know of : And, upon my knees, 
( charm you, by my once commended beauty. 
By all your vows of love, and that great vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one, . 
That you unfold to me, yourself, your half. 
Why you are heavy ; and what men to-night 
Have had resort to you : for here have been 
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darkness. 

Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 

For, I should not need, if you were gentle Brutusu 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 
Is it excepted, I should know no secrets 

[S] On your tenper, tbe cUspotition of your mind. V^ ~ 
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That appertain to you ? Am 1 yourself, 

But, as it were, in sort, or limitatioD ; 

To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed, 

And talk to you sometimes ? Dwell I but in the suburbs 

Of your good pleasure ? If it be no more, 

Portia is Brutus' harlot, not his wife. 

Bru. You are my true and honourable wife ; 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 
That visit my sad heart. 

Por. If this were true, then should I know this secret. 
I grant, I am a woman ; but, withal, 
A woman that lord Brutus took to wife : 
I grant, I am a woman ; but, withal, 
A woman well-reputed Cato's daughter. 
Think you, I am no stronger than my sex, 
Being so fathered, and so husbanded ? 
Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose them : 
I have made strong proof of my constancy, 
Giving myself a voluntary wound 
Here, in the thigh : Can I bear that with patience 
And not my husband's secrets ? 

Bru. O ye gods. 
Render me worthy of this noble wife 1 [Knocking wiikin. 
Hark, hark ! one knocks : Portia, go in a while ; 
And by and by thy bosom shall partake 
The secrets of my heart. 
All my engagements I will construe to thee« 
All the charactery of my sad brows : — 
Leave me with haste. [Exit Portia. 

Enter Lucius and Ligarius. 
Lucius, who is there that knocks ? 

Luc. Here is a sick man, that would speak with you. 

Bru. Caius Ligarius, that Metellus spdke of. — 
Boy, stand aside. — Caius Ligarius ! how ? 

lig. Vouchsafe good-morrow from a feeble tongue. 

Bru. O, what a time have you chose out, brave Cains, 
To wear a kerchief? 'Would you were not sick ! 

lAg, 1 am not sick, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy Uie name of honour. 

Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius, 
Had you a healthful ear to hear of it. 

Lig. By all the gods that Romans bow before, 
I here discard my sickness^ Soul of Rome ! 
Brave son, deriv'd from honourable loins ! 
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Thou, like an exorcist, hast conjurM up 
My mortified spirit. Now bid me run. 
And I will strive with things impossible ; 
Yea, get the better of them. Whaf s to do ? 

Bru. A piece of work, that will make sick men whole. 

Lag, But are not some whole, that we must make sick ! 

Brtt, That must we also. What it is, my Caius, 
1 shall unfold to thee, as we are going 
To whom it must be done. 

Lag, Set on your foot ; 
And, with a heart new-fir'd, I follow yon, 
To do I know not what : but it sufficeth, 
That Brutus leads me on. 

Bru. Follow me then. lExeunt. 

SCENE II. 

The same. A Room in Cesar's Palace. Thunder and 
lightning. Enter CfSAR, in his night-gown. 

Cobs. Nor heaven, nor earth, have been at peace to-night : 
Thrice hath Calphumia in her sleep cried out. 
Help, ho ! They murder Ccesar ! Who's within ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. My lord ? 

Cess. Go bid the priests do present sacrifice, 
And bring me their opinions of success. 

Serv. I will, my lord. [Exit, 

Enter Calfhuhnia. 

Col. What mean you, Caesar ? Think you to walk forth ? 
Vou shall not stir out of your house to-day. 

Cces. Caesar shall forth : The things that threatened me. 
Ne'er look'd but on my back ; when they shall see 
The face of Caesar, they are vanish'd. 

Col. Caesar, I never stood on ceremonies,^ 
Yet now they fright me. There is one within, 
Besides the things that we have heard and seen. 
Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch. 
A honess hath whelped in the streets ; 
And graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead ; 
Fierce fiery wamors fight upon the clouds, 
In ranks, and squadrons, and right form of war. 
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol : 
The noise of battle hurtled in the air, 

(4) I. e. I Btw paid a rapenthioai ragard to prodigies or ameiu. 6TEE VEN8« 
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Hones did neigh, and dying men did groan ; 
^ And ghosts did shriek, and sqneal aboat the streets : 
l- CsBsir ! these things are beyond all use, 

And I do fear them. 
Cas, What can be avoided, 

Whose end is purpos'd by the mi^ty gods ? 

Yet CsBsar shall go forth : for these predictions 

Are to the world in general, as to Coesar. 

CaL When beggars die, there are no comets seen : 

The heavens themselves blaze forth the death of princes. 
Cess. Cowards die many times before their deaths ; 

The valiant never taste of death but once. 

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 

It seems to me most strange that men should fear j 

Seeing that death, a necessary end, 

Will come, when it will come.* 

Re-enter a Servant, 
What say the augurers ? 

Serv. They would not have you stir forth to-day. 
Plucking the entrails of an offering forth. 
They could not find a heart within the beast. 

Cos, The gods do this in shame of cowardice :* 
Ca3sar should be a beast without a heart. 
If he should stay at home to-day for fear. 
No, Caesar shall not: dajiger knows fall well, 
• That Caesar is more dangerous than he. 
We were two lions litter'd in one day. 
And I the elder and more terrible ; 
And Caesar shall go forth. 

Cali Alas, my lord, 
Your wisdom is consumM in confidence. 
Do not go forth to-day : Call it my fear. 
That keeps you in the house, and not your own. 
We'll send Mark Antony to the senate -house ; 
And he shall say, you are not well to-day : 
Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this. 

C(B8, Mark Antony shall say, I am not well ; 
And, for thy humour, I v^l stay at home. 

Enter Decius. 
Here's Decius Brutus, he shall tell them so. 

[5] This is a seBtence derived from the stoical doctiiae of predMUnatton, aad ii. 
therefore imfMNqwr in the mouth of Caesar. JCttlNSON. 

[61 The ancientt did not plaoe courage, but wisdon hi the heart JOHNSON. 

3 Vol. VIIL B 2 
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Dec. CaBsar, all hail ! Good morrow, worthy Cawar : 
I come to fetch you to the senate-house. 

. Ca$, And yon are come in very happy time, 
1^0 bear my greeting t6 the senators, 
And tell them, that I will not come to-day : 
Cannot, is false ; and that I dare not, falser ; 
I will not come to-day : TeU them so, Decins. 

Co/. Say, he is sick. 

Cas, Shall Caesar send a lie ? 
Have I in conquest stretch'd mine arm so far, 
To be afeard to tell grey-beards the truth ? 
Decius, go tell them, Cassar will not come. 

Dec, Most mighty Caesar, let me know some cause, 
Lest I be laugh'd at, when I tell them so. 

Cobs, The cause is in my will, I will not come ; 
That is enough to satisfy tibe senate. 
But, for your private satisfaction, 
Because I love you, I will let you know. 
Calphumia here, my wife, stays me at home : 
She dreamt to-night she saw my statue. 
Which like a fountain, with a hundred spouts, 
Did run pure blood ; and many lusty Romans 
Came smiling, and did bathe their hands in it. 
And these does she apply for warnings, portents. 
And evils imminent ; and on her knee 
Hath begg'd, that I will stay at home to-da}'. 

Dec, This dream is all amiss interpreted : 
ft was a vision, fair and fortunate : 
Tour statue spouting blood in many pipes, 
In which so many smiling Romans bath'd, 
Signifies that from you great Rome shall suck 
Reviving blood ; and that great men shall press 
For tinctures, stains, relicks, and cognizance." 
This by Calphurnia's dream is signified. 
. Qes. And this way have you well expounded it. 

Dec. I have, when you have heard what I can say : 
And know it now ; The senate have concluded 
To give, this day, a crown to mighty Caesar. 
(f you shall send them word, you will not come, 

fT\ This speech, which is intentionallv pompous, is somewhat confused. There 
we two allusions t one to coats armorial, to which princes innlic additions, or gtre 
new tinctures, and new marlu of cognizance ; the other to martym, %vhose reliquec 
are preserved with Teneration. The Romans, says DeciuR, nil ouiue to }0u as to • 
«int finr reliquet, as to a prince for honours. JOHNSO N . 



A.CT II. JULIVS CJESAR. ^ 

Their minds may change. Besides, it were a mock 

Apt to be render'd, for some one to say, 

Break up the Senate HU another dme^ 

When OBsar*s wife shall meet with better dreams, 

|f Caesar hide himself, shall they not whisper, 

Lo^ Casar is afraid ? 

Pardon me, Ca»sar ; for my dear, dear love 

To your proceeding bids me tell you this ; 

And reason to my love is liable.' 

Cas, How foolish do your fears seem now, Culphurnia ? 
Jl am ashamed I did yield to them. — 
Give me my robe, for I will go : — 

Enter Publius, Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus. Cx^cy 

Trebonius, and Cinna. 

And look where Publius is come to fetch me. 

Pub. Good-morrow. Caesar. 

CfBs, Welcome, Publius* — 
What, Brutus, are you stirr'd so early too ? — 
Good-morrow, Casca. — Caius Ligarius, 
Caesar was ne'er so much your enemy. 
As that same ague which hath made you lean. — 
What is^t o'clock ? 

Bru. Caisar, 'tis strucken eight. 

Cas. I thank you for your pains and courtesy. 

Enter Antony. 

See ! Antony, that revels long o'nights, 
Is notwithstanding up : — 
Good-morrow, Antony. 

Ant. So to most noble Caesar. 

Ck5. Bid them prepare within : — 
I am to blame to be thus waited for. — 
Now, Cinna :-r— Now, Metellus : — ^What, Trebonius 1 
I have an hour's talk in store for you ; 
Remember that you call on me to-day / 
Be near me, that I may remember you. 

Treb. Caesar, I will : — And so hear will I be, [Aside,^ 
That your best friends shall wish I had been iurther. 

Cms, Good friends, go in, and taste some wine with me j 
And we, like friends, will straightway go together. 

Bru, That every like is not the same, O Caesar, 
The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon ! [Exeunt. 

[8] And reason, or propriety of conduct and language, is subordinate to my love 

JLOUNBOM. 
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SCENE III. 

The iUfM* A Street near the CapitoL Enter Aetemioorus, 

reading a paper. 
Art. Couar^ beware of Brutus ; take heed of Caseiua ; 
come not near Casca ; have an eye to Cinna; truit ami 
Trebonius; mark well Metellus Cimber ; Decius Brutus 
l<yoes ihee not ; thou hast wronged Catus Ligarius. There is 
but one mind in all these men^ and it is bent against Ccesar. 
If thou be^st not immortal ^ look abotU you : Security gives 
way to conspiracy. The mighty gods defend thee I Hiy 
lover ^ Arthmidorcs. 

Here will I stand, till Caesar pass along, 

And as a suitor will I give him this. 

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live 

Out of the teeth of emulation.* 

(f thou read this, O Caesar, thou may'st live : 

ff not, the Fates with traitors do contrive. [Exit, 

SCENE IV. 

'Die same. Another part of the same Street , before tlie House 
of Brutus. Enter Portia and Lucius. 

Por. I pr'ythee, hoy, run to the senate-house ; 
Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone : 
Why dost thou stay ? 

Luc, To know my errand, madam. 

Par. I would have had thee there, and here again. 
ilre I can tell thee what thou shouldst do there. — 

constancy, be strong upon my side ! 

.Set a huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue ! 

1 have a man's mind, but a woman's might. 
How hard it is for women to keep counsel ! — 
Art thou here yet ? 

Lmc, Madam, what should I do ? 
Run to the Capitol, and nothing else ? 
And so return to you, and nothing else ? 

Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look well. 
For he vent sickly forth : And take good note, 
What Caesar doth, what suitors press to him. 
Hark, boy i what noise is that ? 

Lw, I hear none, madam. 

Por. Pr'jrthee, listen well: 

[9] Emulation here, «s on muqr other occasions, is used la an unfavourabki 
aanewbat like fiMtlous, envlotUy or malicious rirubry. STEEVEN8. 
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I heard a bustling ramour, like a fray, 
And the wind brings it from the Capitol. 

Luc. Sooth, madam, I hear nothing. 

Enter a soothsayer. 

For. Come hither, fellow: 
Which way hast thou been ? 

Sooth. At mine own house, good lady. 

For. What is't o'clock ? 

Soo^. About the ninth hour, lady. 

Por. Is Cssar yet gone to the Capitol ? 

Sooth. Madam, not yet ; I go to take my stand, 
To see him pass on to the Capitol. 

Por. Thou hast some suit to Caesar, hast thou not ? 

Sooth. That I have, lady : if it will please Caesar 
To be so good to Caesar, as to hear me, 
I shall beseech him to befriend himself. 

Por .Why, know'st thou any harm's intended towards him ?^ 

Sooth. None that I know will be, much that I fear may 
chance. 
Good-morrow to you. Here the street is narrow : 
The throng that follow* Caesar at the heels. 
Of senators, of praetors, common suitors. 
Will crowd a feeble man almost to death : 
I'll get me to a place more void, and there 
Speak to great Caesar as he comes along. [EtIL 

Por. I must go in. — Ah me ! how weak a thing 
The heart of woman is ! O Brutus I 
The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise ! 
Sure, the boy heard me : — Brutus hath a suit, 
That Caesar will not grant. — O, I grow faint : — 
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord ; 
Say, I am merry : come to me again. 
And bring me word what he doth say to thee. [Exeunt , 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. — The same. The Capitol; the Senate sitting. .4 
Crowd of people in the street leading to the Capitol : 
among them Artemidorus and the Soothsayer. Flourish. 
Enter Cjesar, Brutus, Cassius, Casca, Decius, Me- 
TELLus, Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepidi's. Popi- 
Lius, PuBLius, and others. 

CABsar. The ides of March are. com o. - 

Sooth. Ay, Caesar ; but not gone* ^ 
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Art, Hail, CsBsar ! Read this schedule. 

Dec. Trehonios doth desire you to o'er-read» 
At your best leisure, this his humble suit. 

Art. O, Ctesar, read mine first : for mine's a suit 
That touches Cxsar nearer : Read it, great Cssar. 

Qbs. What touches us ourself, shall be last sery'd^ 

Art, Delay not, Cassar ; read it instantly. 

Cces. What, is Uie fellow mad ? 

Pub. Sirrah, give place. 

Cas. What, urge you your petitions in the street ? 
Come to the Capitol. 
CjESAR enters the Capitol^ the restfollomng. The senators rise. 

Pop. I wish, your enterprize to-day may thriye. 

Cas. IVhat enterprize, Popilius ? 

Pop. Fare you well. [Advances to CfSAB. 

Bru. What said Popilius Lena ? 

Cas. He wish'd, to-day our enterprize might thrive. 
) fear, our purpose is discovered. 
, Bru. Look, how he makes to Caesar : Mark him. 

Ca^. Casca, be sudden, for we fear prevention.—^ 
Brutus, what shall be done ? If this be known^ 
Cassius or Caesar never shall turn back, 
For I will slay myself. 

Bru. Cassius, be constant : 
Fopihus Lena speaks not of our purposes ; 
For, look, he smiles, and Caesar doth not change. 

Cas. Trcbonius knows his time ; for, look you, Brutus^ 
He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 

[Exeunt Antony and Trebonius. C^sar and the 

Senators take their seats. 

Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber ? let him go, 
And presently prefer his suit to Caesar. 

Bm. He is aiddrcss'd :* press near, and second him. 

Cm. Casca, you are the first that rears your hand. 

Ca:s. Are we all ready ? What is now amiss, 
That Caesar, and his senate, must redress ? 

Met. Most high, most mighty, and most puissant Caesar, 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat. [Kneeling. 

An humble heart : — 

Cobs. I must prevent thee, Cimber. 
These couchings, and these lowly courtesies, 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men ; 
And turn pre-ordi nance, and first decree,^ 

'fS]TI«tl«,Hei>read7. STEEVENS. ' '* 

]a] rit-«rdii»nce, for o]:diiianct tlretdy establidneU. WARBURTON. 
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Into the law of children. Be not fond, 

To think that CaBsar bears such rebel blood, 

That will be thaw'd from the true quality 

With that which melteth fools ; I mean, sweet words « 

Low-crooked curt'sies, and base spaniel &wning. 

Thy brother by decree is banished ; 

If thou dost bend, and pray, and fawn for him, 

I spurn thee like a cur out of my way. 

Know, Cssar doth not wrong ; nor without cause 

Will he be satisfied. 

Met Is there no Toice more worthy than my own-, 
To sound more sweetly in great Cssar's ear, 
For the repealing of my banishM brother ? 

Bru, I kiss thy hand, but not in flattery, Caesar ; 
Desiring thee, that Publius Cimber may 
Hare an immediate freedom of repeal. 

Cces. What, Brutus ! 

Cas. Pardon, Caesar ; Caesar, pardon : 
As low as to thy foot doth Cassius &11, 
To beg enfranchisement for Pubhus Cimber. 

Ckes, 1 could be well moy'd, if I were as you ; 
If I could pray to move, prayers would move me : 
But I am constant as the northern star. 
Of whose true-fix'd, and resting quality, 
There is no fellow in the firmament. 
The skies are painted with unnumbered sparks, 
They are all ^rc, and every one doth sblne ; 
But there's but one in all doth hold his place : 
So, in the world ; 'Tis furnish'd well with men. 
And men are flesh and blood, and apprehensive \* 
Yet, in the number, I do know but one^ 
That unassailable holds on his rank,^ 
Unshak'd of motion : and, that I am he, 
Let me a little show it, even in this ; 
That I was constant, Cimber should be banishM. 
And constant do remain to keep him so. 

Cm, O Caesar, 

Qbs. Hence ! Wilt thou lifl up Olympus ? 



Dec, Great Caesar,- 

Cms, Doth not Brutus bootless kneel ? 

Casca, Speak, hands, for me. 



[4] Susceptible of fear, or other passions. JOHNSON. 



[fl Oiie7«Ki only one! JOltNSON. 



Perbaps, holds on his race ; continues bis course. Wc comuonly say, To IkM 
a rank, andTo hold on a course or way. JOHNSON. 
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fCASCA stahi CasAR in ike neck, Casar catches hold 

of kis arm. He is then stabbed by several other Con- 

spiratorsy and at iatt by Marcus Brutus. 

Om. Et tu, BrtUt i'— Then fall, Cssar. [Dies, 

The Senators and People retire in confusion. 

Cin. Liberty ! Freedom I Tyranny is dead ! 

Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets. 

Cos, Some to the common pulpits, and cry out, 
Liberty^ freedom^ and enfrancfdsement ! 

Bru» reople, and senators ! be not affrighted ; 
Fly not ; stsmd still : — ambition's debt is paid. 

Casca. Go to the pulpit, Brutus. 

Dec, And Cassius too. 

Bru. Where's Publius ? 

dn. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny. 

Met. Stand fast together, lest some friend of Caesar's 
Should chance 

Bru, Talk not of standing ; — Publius, good cheer, 
There is no harm intended to your person. 
Nor to no Roman else : so tell them, Pubhus. 

Ckisca, And leave us, Publius ; lest that the people.. 
Hushing on us, should do your age some mischief. 

Bru. Do so ; — and let no man abide this deed, 
But we the doers. 

Re-enter Trebonius. 

Cos. Where's Antony ? 

Treb. Fled to his house amaz'd : 
Men, wives, and children, stare, cry out, and run. 
As it were doomsday. 

Bru. Fates ! we will know your pleasures : — 
That we shall die, we know ; 'tis but the time, 
And drawing days out, that men stand upon. 

Qw. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life, 
Cuts off so many years of fearing death. 

Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit : 
So are we Caesar's friends, that have abridg'd 
His time of fearing death. — Stoop, Romans, stoop, 
Aud let us bathe our hands in Caesar's blood 
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords : 
Then walk we forth, even to the market-place ; 
And, waving our red weapons o'er our heads, 
Let's all cry, Peace ! Freedom ! and Liberty ! 

Cas, Stoop then, and wash. — ^How many ages hence; 
Shall this our loAy scene be acted over, 
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[d states unborn, and accenls yet nnkftown ? 

Bru. How many times shall Cflstar bleed in sport, 
That now on Pompey's basis lies aiong, 
N^o worthier than the dnst ? 

CcLs. So oil as that shall be, 
So often shall the knot of us be calPd 
The men that gave their country liberty. 

Dec. What, shall we forth ? 

Cas, Ay, erery man away : 
Brutus shall lead ; and we will grace his heels 
With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome. 

Enter a Servant, 

Bru, Soft, who comes here ? A friend of Antony's. 

Serv, Thus, Brutus, did my master bid me knee) ; 
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down : 
And, being prostrate, thus he bade me say : 
Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest ; 
Caesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving : 
Say, I love Brutus, and 1 honmir him ; 
Say, I fear'd Caesar, honoured him, and lov'd him, 
(f Brutus will vouchsafe, that Antony 
May safely come to him, and be resolvM 
How Caesar hath deservM to lie in death : 
Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead 
So well as Brutus living ; but will follow 
The fortunes and a£fairs of noble Brutus, 
Thorough the hazards of this untrod state. 
With aU true faith. So says my master Antony* 

Bru. Thy master is a wise md valiant Roman ; 
I never thought him worse. 
Tell him, so please him come unto this place, 
He shaU be satisfied ; and, by my honour, 
Depart untouch'd. 

Serv. I'll fetch him presently. [Exit* 

Bru. I know, that we shall have him well to friend. 

Cas. I wish, we may ; but yet have I a mind, 
That fears him much ; and my misgiving still 
Falls shrewdly to the purpose. 

Rt'enter Antont. 

Bru. But here comes Antony. — ^Welcome, Mark Antony. 

Ant. O mighty Caesar ! Dost thou lie so low ? 
Are all thy conquests, ^ories, triumphs, spoils, 
Shrunk to this little measure ? — ^Fare thee well. — 
[ know not| gentlemeni what you intend. 
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Who else must be let blood, who else is rank :* 

If I myself, there is no hour so fit 

As Caesar's death's hour ; nor no instrument 

Of half that worth, as those your swords, made rich 

With Uie most noble blood of all this world. 

i do beseech ye, if you bear me hard, 

Now, whilst your purpled hands do reek and smokej 

Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years, 

I shall not find myself so apt to die : 

No place will please me so, no mean of death, 

As here by Caesar, and by you cut off, 

The choice and master spirits of this age. 

Bru, O Antony ! beg not your death of us. 
Though now we must appear bloody and cruel, 
As, by our hands, and this our present act, 
You see we do ; yet see you but our hands. 
And this the bleeding business they have done : 
Our hearts you see not ; they are pitiful ; 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome 
(As fire drives out fire, so pity, pity,) 
Hath done this deed on Caesar. For your part. 
To you our swords have leaden points, Mark Antony : 
Our arms, in strength of malice, and our hearts. 
Of brothers' temper, do receive you in 
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 

Cos, Your voice shall be as strong as any man's. 
In the disposing of new dignities. 

Bru. Only be patient, till we have appeas'd 
The multitude, beside themselves with fear. 
And then we will dehver you the cause. 
Why I, that did love Caesar when I struck him. 
Have thus proceeded. 

Ant, I doubt not of your wisdom. 
Let each man render me his bloody hand : 
First, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you :•» 
Next Caius Cassius, do I take your hand ; — 
Now, Decius Brutus, yours ; — ^now yours, Metellus;— >* 
Yours, Cinna ; — and, my valiant Casca, yours ; — 
Though last, not least in love, yours, good Trebonius. 
Gentlemen all,— <dkis ! what shall I say ? 
My credit now stands on such shppery ground. 
That one of two bad ways you must conceit me. 
Either a coward, or a flatterer. — 

(81 Who elfe may be suppoied lo haw overtopped his eqaals. ami grown too hteh 
fdrOkepuUicMfe^. JOHNSON. ^ 
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That I did love thee, Caesar, O, 'tis tnie : 

If then thy spirit look upon us now, 

Shall it not griere thee, dearer than thy death, 

To see thy Antony making his peace. 

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes, 

Most noble ! In the presence of thy corse ? 

Had I as many eyes as thou hast wounds. 

Weeping as fast as they stream forth thy blood. 

It would become me better, than to close 

(n terms of friendship with thine enemies. 

Pardon me, Julius i—Here wast thou bay'd, brave hart : 

Here didst thou fall ; and here thy hunters stand, 

Sign'd in thy spoil, and crimson'd in thy lethe.* 

O world ! thou wast the forest to this hart ; 

And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee. — 

How like a deer, stricken by many princes, 

Dost thou here lie ? 

Cas, Mark Antony, 

Ant, Pardon me, Caius Cassius : 
The enemies of Cssar shall say this ; 
Then, in a friend, it is cold modesty. 

Cas. I blame you not for praising Caesar so ; 
But what comp&ct mean you to have with us ? 
Will you be prick'd in number of our friends ; 
Or shall we on, and not depend on you ? 

ArU, Therefore I took your hands ; but was, indeed, 
Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Caesar* 
Friends am I with you all, and love you all ; 
Upon this hope, that you shall give me reasons^ 
Why, and wherein, Caesar was dangerous. 

Bru, Or else were this a savage spectacle : 
Our reasons are so full of good regard, 
That were you, Antony, the son of Caesar, 
You should be satisfied. 

Ant. That's all I seek : 
And am moreover suitor, that I may 
Produce his body to the market-place ; 
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend^ 
Speak in the order of his funeral. 

Bru. You shall, Mark Antony. 

Cas. Brutus, a word with you. — 
You know not what you do ; Do not consent, [Aside 
That Antony speak in his funeral : 

* 19] LetbeiiiiacdbyimnjroftbeoU tnaalatorsof ]ioTels,fordeiilk 8T££Y* 
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Know you how much the people may be mov'd 
By that which he will utter ? 

Bru. By vour pardon ; — 
I will myself into the puljut first, 
And show the reason of our Caesar's death : 
What Antony shall speak, 1 will protest 
He speaks by leave and by permission ; 
And that we are contented, Csesar shall 
Have all true rites, and lawful ceremonies. 
It shall advantage more, than do us wrong. 

Cas, I know not what may fall ; I like it not. 

Bru, Mark Antony, here, take you Caesar's body. 
You shall not in your funeral speech blame us, 
But speak, all good you can devise of Caesar ; 
And say, you do't by our permission ; 
Else shall you not have any hand at all 
About his funeral : And you shall speak 
Tn the same pulpit whereto I am going, 
Afler my speech is ended. 

Ant. be it so ; 
I do desire no more. 

Bru, Prepare the body then, and follow us. 

Exeunt all but Antoxv. 

Ant. 0, pardon me, thou piece of bleeding earth, 
That I am meek and gentle with these butchers ! 
Thou art the ruins of the noblest man, 
That ever lived in the tide of times. 
Woe to the hand that shed this costly blood ! 
Over thy wounds now do I prophecy, — 
Which, hke dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips^ 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue ; — 
A curse shall light upon the limbs of men ; 
Domestic fury, and fierce civil strife. 
Shall cumber all the parts of Italy : 
Blood and destruction shall be so in use. 
And dreadful objects so familiar. 
That mothers shall but smile, when they behold 
Their infants quarter'd with the hands of War ; 
.\11 pity chok'd with custom of fell deed ; 
And Caesar's spirit, ranging for revenge. 
With At^ by his side, come hot from hell. 
Shall in these confines, with a monarch's voice, 

Cry Havockf and let slip the dogs of war ;• 

■ - ■ ■ 

;s] A learned eormiMmdem has informed rae, that, in the vaS^ttaiy opnratio&s oi 
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That this foul deed shall smeU aboYe the earth 
With carrion men, groaning iR>r burial. 

Enter a Servant, 
You serve Octavius Caesar, do you not ? 

Serv. I do, Mark Antony. 

Ant. Caesar did write for him to come to Rome. 

Serv, He did receive his letters, and is comiag : 
And bid me say to you by word of mouth, — 
O Caesar ! — [Seeing the bodif>. 

Ant, Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep. 
Passion, I see, is catching ; for mine eyes. 
Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine, 
.Begin to water. Is thy master coming ? 

Serv, He lies to-night within seven leagues of Rome. 

Ant, Post back with speed, and tell him what hath 
chanc'd : 
Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 
No Rome of safety for Octavius yet ; 
Hie hence, and tell him so. Yet, stay a while : 
Thou shalt not back, till I have borne this corse 
Into the market-place : there shall I try, 
In my oration, how the people take 
The cruel issue of these bloody men ; 
According to the which, thou shalt discourse 
To young Octavius of the state of things. 
Lend me your hand. [Exeunty with Cjesar's hodif, 

SCENE II. 

The same. The Forum, Enter Brutus and Cassius, and 

a Thro^^g of Citizens, 

Cit, We will be satisfied ; let us be satisfied. 

Bru, Then follow me, and give me audience, friends.- 
Cassius, go you into the other street, 
And part the numbers. — 

Those that will hear me speak, let them stay here ; 
Those that will follow Cassius, go with him ; 
And public reasons shall be rendered 
Of Cassar's death. 

1 Cit, I will hear Brutus speak. 

old times, Haroock was the word by which declaration was made that no quarter 
should be given In a tract Intitlcd, " The Office of the Constable and Mare- 
schall in the Time of Werre," there is the following- :— '* Also that no man be so 
hardy to crye Ilavok upon peyne that he that is the begynner shal be deede there- 
fore: 9t the remanent that doo the same or foUow shal lose their horse & barneis ', 
wad thejpersones of such as followeUi 9t escrien shall be under arrest of the Conesta- 
ble k. Mareschall warde unto tyme that they have made fyn -, it founde euretie no 
morr to oflfende ; k his body in prison at the Kyng wyll.^ JOUNSOiN. 
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2 cat. I will hear Cassius ; and compare their reasoiis, 
When seyerally we hear them rendered. 

[Exit Cassius Tsnth some of the Citizens, Brutus 

goes into the rostrum, 

3 C^. The nohle Brutus is ascended : Silence ! 
Bru. Be patient till the last. 

Komans, countrymen, and lovers ! hear me for my cause ; and 
he silent that you may hear : helieve me for mine honour , 
and have respect to mine honour, that you may believe . 
censure me in your wisdom ; and awake your senses that 
you may the better judge. If there be any in this assem- 
bly, any dear friend of Caesar's, to him I say, that Bru- 
tus' love to Caesar was no less than his. If then that, 
friend demand, why Brutus rose against Caesar, this is my 
answer, — ^Not that I loved Caesar less, but that I loved 
Rome more. Had you rather Caesar were living, and die 
all slaves ; than that Caesar were dead, to Uve all free 
men ? As Caesar loved me, I weep for him ; as he was 
fortunate, I rejoice at it ; as he was valiant, I honour him : 
but, as he was ambitious, I slew him : There is tears for 
his love ; joy, for his fortune ; honour, for his valour ; 
and death, for his ambition. Who is here so base, that 
would be a bondman ? If any, speak ; for him have I of- 
fended. Who is here so rude, that would not be a Roman? 
If any, speak, for him have I offended. Who is here so 
vile, that will not love his country ? If any, speak ; for him 
have I offended. I pause for a reply. 

Cit, None, Brutus, none. [Several speaking at once. 

Bru. Then none have I offended. I have done no 
lore to Caesar, than you should do to Brutus. The ques- 
bon of liis death is enrolled in the Capitol : his glory not 
extenuated, wherein he was worthy ; nor his offences en- 
forced, for which he suffered death.* 

Enter Anton y and others, with Cjesar's body. 

Here comes his body mourned by Mark Antony : who, 
though he had no hand in his death, shall receive the 
benefit of his dying, a place in the commonwealth ; As 
which of you shall not ? With this I depart ; That, as I 
slew my best lover for the good of Rome, I have the 
same da^er for myself, when it shall please my country 
to need my death. 

[51 This artificial Jingle of short sentences was afi^ected tiy most of the orators in 
Blwkespeare^s time, whether in the pulpit, or at the bar. The vpeech of Bnitns nw^r 
llierefiMto be regarded rather as an imitation of the false eloqaence then id ^-ogoe, 
than as a specimen of laconick brevity. S Tb'KVENS. 
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• 

Cit. Live, Brutus, Kve! lire ! 

1 Cit. Bring him with triumph home unto his house. 

2 at. Give him a statue with his ancestors* 

3 Cit Let him be Caesar. 

4 Cit. Caesar's better parts 
Shall now be crown'd in Brutus. 

1 Cit. We'll bring him to his house with shouts and 

Bru. My countrymen, [clamour?. 

3 Cit. Peace ; silence ! Brutus speaks. 

1 Cit. Peace, ho ! 

Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone. 
And, for my sake, stay here with Antony : 
Do grace to Caesar's corpse, and grace his speech 
Tending to Caesar's glories ; which Mark Antony. 
By our permission, is allow'd to make. 
I do entreat you, not a man depart, 
Save I alone, till Antony have spoke. [fCjir. 

1 Cit. Stay, ho ! and let us hear Mark Antony. 

3 Cit. Let him go up into the public chair ; 
We'll hfear him : — Noble Antony, go up. 

Ant. For Brutus' sake, I am beholden to you. 

4 Cit. What does he say of Brutus ? 

3 Cit. He sa3's, for Brutus' sake. 
He finds himself beholden to us all. 

4 Cit. 'Twere best he speak no harm of Brutus here. 

1 Cit. This Caesar was a tyrant. 
3 Cit. Nay, that's certain : 

We are bless'd, that Rome is rid of him. 

2 Cit. Peace ; let us hear what Antony can say. 
Ant. You gentle Romans, 

Cit. Peace, ho ! let us hear him. 

Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me yeviv frun : 
I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him. 
The evil, that men do, lives after them ; 
The good is oft interred with their bones ; 
So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus 
Hath told you, Caesar was ambitious : 
If it were so, it was a grievous fault ; 
And grievously hath Caesar answer'd it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rest, 
(For Brutus is an honourable man j 
So are they all, all honourable men ;) 
Come I to speak in Caesar's funeral. 
He was my friend, faithful and just to me : 
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But BratuB says, he was ambitioiis ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 

Whose ransomes did the general coflfers fill : 

Did this in Caesar seem ambitious ? 

When that the poor have cried, Cssar hath wept : 

Ambition should be made of sterner stuff*. 

Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

You all did see, that on the Lupercal, 

I thrice presented him a kingly crown. 

Which he did thrice refuse. Was this ambition ? 

Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And, sure, he is an honourable man. 

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke, 

But here I am to speak what I do know. 

You all did love him once, not without cause ; 

What cause withholds you then to mourn for him ? 

judgment, thou art fled to brutish beasts, 

And men have lost their reason ! — ^Bear with me ; 
My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar, 
And I must pause till it come back to me. 

1 Cit, Metbinks, there is much reason in his sayings. 

2 Cit If thou consider rightly of the matter, 
Caesar has had great wrong. 

3 Cit. Has he, masters ? 

1 fear, there will a worse come in his place. 

4 Cit. Mark'd ye his words ? He would not take the 
Therefore, 'tis certain, he was not ambitious. [crown ; 

1 Cit. If it be found so, some will dear abide it. 

2 Cit. Poor soul ! his eyes are red as fire with weeping. 

3 Cit. There's not a nobler man in Rome, tlian Antony. 

4 Cit. Now mark him, he begins again to speak. 
Ant. But yesterday, the word of Caesar might 

Have stood against the world : now lies he there. 
And none so poor to do him reverence. 

masters ! if I were dispos'd to stir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong, 
Who, you all know, are honourable men : 

I will not do them wrong ; I rather choose 
To wrong the dead, to wrong myself, and you, 
Than I will wrong such honourable men. 
But here^s a parchment, with the seal of Caesar, 
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I found it in his closet, tis his will : 
Let but the commons hear this testament, 
fWhich, pardon me, I do not mean to read,) 
And they would go and kiss dead Caesar's wounds, 
And jdip their napkins in his sacred blood ; 
Tea, beg a hair of him for memory. 
And, dying, mention it widiin their wiUs, 
Bequeathu)^ it, as a rich legacy. 
Unto their issue. 

4 Cit We'll hear the will : Read it, Mark Antony. 

Cits, The will, the will ; we will hear Caesar's will. 

Jint. Have patience, gentle friends, 1 must not read it * 
It is not meet you know how Caesar loy'd you. 
You are not wood, you are not stones, but men ; 
And, being men, hearing the will of Caesar, 
Jt will inflame you, it will make you mad : 
*Tis good you know not that you are his heirs ; 
For if you should, O, what would come of it ! 

4 Cit, Read the will ; we will hear it, Antony ; 
You shall read us the will ; Caesar's will. 

Ant. Will you be patient ? will you stay a while ? 
I have o'ershot myself, to tell you of it. 
I fear, I wrong the honourable men. 
Whose daggers have stabb'd Caesar : I do fear it. 

4 •Cit. They were traitors : Honourable men ! 

Cits. The will ! the testament I [the will : 

2 Cit. They were villains, murdei^rs : The will ! read 

Ant. You will compel me then to read the will ? 
Then make a ring about the corpse' of Caesar, 
And let me show you him that made the will. 
Shall I descend ? And will you give me leave ? 

Cits. Come down. 

2 Cit. Descend. [He comes dtywnfrom the pulpit. 

3 Cit. You shall have leave. 

4 Cit. A ring ; stand round. 

1 Cit. Stand from the hearse ; stand from the body. 

2 Cit. Room for Antony ; — most noble Antony. 
Ant Nay, press not so upon me ; stand far off. 
Cits. Stand back ! room ! bear back ! 

Ani. If you have tears, prepare to shed them now. 
You aU do know this mantle : 1 remember 
The first time ever Caesar put it on ; 
'Twas on a summer's evening, in his tent ; 

4 Vol. VIII. C 



50 JULIUS CJE8AR. ACT HI 

That day he overcame the Nenrii :— 

Look ! in this place, ran Cassias* dagger through : 

See, what a rent the envious Casca made :' 

Through this, the well-beloved Brutus stabb'd ; 

And, as he pIuckM his cursed steel away, 

Mark how tiie blood of Cssar foUow'd it ; 

As rushing out of doors, to be resolved 

[f Brutus so unkindly knock'd, or no ; 

For Brutus, as you know, was Caesar's angel : '■ I 

Judge, O you gods, how dearly Cssar lov'd him ! ^ 

This, was the most unkindest cut of all : I 

For when the noble Caesar saw him stab, 

Ingratitude, more strong than traitors' arms, 

Quite vanquished him : then burst his mighty heart ; 

And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 

Even at the base of Pompey's statue. 

Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar fell.^ 

O, what a fall was there, my countrymen ! 

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 

Whilst bloody treason flourished over us. 

O, now you weep ; and, I perceive, you feel 

The dint of pity :' these are gracious drops. 

Kind souls, what, weep you, when you behold 

Our Caesar's vesture wounded ? Look you here, 

Here is himself, marr'd, as you see, by traitors. 

1 Cit, O piteous spectacle I 

2 CiU O noble Ctesar ! 

3 CiU O woful day ! 

4 Cit, O traitors, villains ! 

1 Cit, O most bloody sight ! 

2 Cit, We will be revenged : Revenge ; about, — seek. 
— ^bum,-r-fire, — kill, — slay ! — ^let not a traitor live. 

Ant, Stay, countrymen. 

1 Cit, Peace there : Hear the noble Antony. [him. 

2 Cit, We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll die with 
Ant, Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir yon up 

To such a sudden flood of mutiny. 

They, that have done this deed, are honourable ; 

What private griefe they have, alas, I know not, 

[61 Perhaps Shakespeare meant that the rery statue of Pompey lamented die fiili 




in tearsof bWjod. 
his Eloisa, talks of- 
Shakespeare has enuni^rar 
dsqTt MM, as I have sine? uiiicovered, took these very words from Sir T. Norths tnu» 
Iraoa of Plutarch : '*- affain^ the very base whereon Pompey's image stOCMt, wBM 
TVS aU a gore of blood, tUI he was slain." STEE VENS. 

£7] Tht dim of pity is the Impression of jAty. JOHNSON. 



ACT JU. JVLIUS C£8AR. 61 

That made them do it ; they are wise and honourable. 

And win, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 

I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts ; 

I am no orator, as Brutus is : 

But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 

That love my friend ; and that they know full well 

That gave me pubUc leave to speak of him. 

For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth. 

Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech, 

To stir men's blood : I only speak right on ; 

I tell you that, which you yourselves do know ; 

Show you sweet Caesar's wounds, poor, poor dumb mouths. 

And bid them speak for me : But were I Brutus, 

And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 

Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue 

In every wound of Caesar, that should move 

The stones of Rpme to rise and mutiny. 

Cits. We'll mutiny. 

1 Cii. We'll bum the house of Brutus. 

3 Ctt. Away then, come, seek the conspirators. 

dnt. Yet hear me, countrymen ; yet hear me speak. 

Cits. Peace, ho ! Hear Antony, most noble Antony. 

Ant, Why, friends, you go to do you know not what : 
Wherein hath Caesar thus deserv'd your loves ? 
Alas, you know not : — I must tell you tlien : — 
You have forgot the will I told you of. 

Cits. Most true; — the will; — ^let's stay, and hear the will. 

Ant. Here is the will, and under Caesar's seal. 
To every Roman citizen he gives, 
To every several man, seventy-five drachmas.' 

. 2 Ctt. Most noble Caesar ! — We'll revenge his death. 

3 at. O royal Caesar ! 

Ant. Hear me with patience. 

Cits. Peace, ho j 

Ant. Moreover, he hath lefl you all his walks, 
His private arbours, and new-planted orchards, 
On tills side Tyber ; he hath left them you. 
And to your heirs for ever ; common pleasures, 
To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves. 
Here was a Caesar : When comes such another ? 

1 Cit. Never, never : — Come, away, away : 
We'll bum his body in the holy place, 

[8] A Aachroa was a Greek coin, the same as the Roman denitr^ of (he raloe «f 
ibur aetteKts, 7d ob. STEEVENS. 
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And with the brands fire the traitors' houses. 
Take up the body. 

2 at. Go, fetch fire. 

3 Cit, Pluck down benches. 

4 Cit. Pluck down forms, windows, any thing. 

[Exevnt Citizens, with the bodjf^ 

Ant. Now let it work : Mischief, thou art afoot. 
Take thou what course thou wilt ! — How now, fellow ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome. 

Ant. Where is he ? 

iServ. He and Lepidus are at Caesar's house. 

Ant. And thither will I straight to visit him : 
He comes upon a wish. Fortune is merry. 
And in this mood will give us any thing. 

Serv, i heard him say, Brutus and Cassius 
Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome. 

Ant. Belik^ they had some notice of the people. 
How I had mov'd them. Bring me to Octavius. [Exeum 

SCENE ni.9 

The satne. A Street. Enter Cinna, tJie Poet. 
Cin. I dreamt to-night, that I did feast with Caesar. 
And things unluckily charge my fantasy : 
I have no will to wander forth of doors, 
Yet something leads me forth. 

Enter Citizens. 

1 Cit. What is your name ? 

2 Cit. Whither are you going ? 

3 Cit. Where do you dwell ? 

4 Cit. Are you a married man, or a bachelor ? 

2 Cit. Answer every man directly. 

1 Cit. Ay, and briefly. 
4 Cit. Ay, and wisely. 

3 Cit. Ay, and truly, you were best. 

Cin. What is my name ? Whither am I going ? Where 
do I dwell ? Am I a married man, or a bachelor ? Theo 
to answer every man directly, and briefly, wisely, and 
truly. Wisely I say, I am a bachelor. 

2 Cit. That's as much as to say, they are fools HM 
marry : — You'll bear me a bang for that, I fear. ?»•( 
ceed ; directly. 

19] The subject of thU MeneTstaken from Phitarcfa. 8TKEVKNS. 
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Cin. Direcflty I am going to CsBsar's funeral* 
1 Cit. As a friend, or an enemy ? 
Cin. As a friend. 
^ 2 CiU That matter is answered directly, 
4 Cit, For your dwelling, — ^briefly. 
Out. Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol. 

3 Cit, Your name, sir, truly. 
Cin. Truly, my name is Cinna. 

1 Cit. Tear him to pieces, he's a conspirator. 
Cin. I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the poet. 

4 at. Tear him for his bad verses, tear him for his bad 
yerses. 

2 Cit. It is no matter, his name's Cinna ; pluck but his 
name out of his heart, and turn him going. 

3 Cit. Tear him, tear him. Come,brands, ho! fire-brands* 
To Brutus', to Cassius' ; bum all. Some to Decius' house^ 
and some to Casca's ; some to Ligarius' : — away ; go. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

SCENE' I.— -7^ same. A Room in Antony's House, An- 
TONT, OcTAVius, and Lepidus, seated at a table, 

Antony, 
These many men shall die ; their names are prick'd. 
Oct, Your brother too must die ; consent you, Lepidus ? 
Lep. I do consent. 
Oct, Prick him down, Antony. 
Lep, Upon condition Publius shall not live,* 
.Who is your sister's son, Mark Antony. 

Ant, He shall not live ; look, with a spot I damn him. 
But, Lepidus, go you to Caesar's house ; 
Fetch the will hither, and we will determine 
How to cut ofif some charge in legacies. 
» Lep. What, shall I find you here ? 
i. Oct, Or here, or at 

'^The Cuntol. [Exit Lepidus. 

" Ant, This is a slight unmeritable man, 
i Keet to be sent on errands : Is it fit, 
f Hie three-fold world divided, he should stand 
< One of th^ three to share it ? 
1 Oct, So you thought him ; 

Ill Locim* not PiibUas, was the penon here mtuil, who was the ancle 1^ the mo- 
thM side to Mark Antoqy. lUs mislake, howeve«» Is more Uka tfM ariMake of tfie 
a^lbor, who has alwedj w rihstftmed Oedos |a Um raom of IMmnb thM ff kl» 
VpitalBr. 0T8EVEIIS. 
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And took his voice who should be prick'd to die. 
Id our black sentence and proscription. 

Ant. Octavius, I have seen more davs than you : 
And though we lay these honours on this man. 
To ease ourselves of divers slanderous loads. 
He shall but bear them as the ass bears gold. 
To groan and sweat under the business. 
Either led or driven, as we point the way ; 
And having brought our treasure where we will, 
Then take we down his load, and turn him off. 
Like to the empty ass, to shake his ears, 
And graze in conmions. 

Oct. You may do your will ; 
But he's a tried and valiant soldier. 

Ant. So is my horse, Octavius ; and, for that, 
1 do appoint him store of provender. 
It is a creature that 1 teach to fight. 
To wind, to stop, to rim directly on ; 
His corporal motion govem'd by my spirit. 
And, in some taste, is Lepidus but so ; 
He must be taught, and trainM, and bid go forth : 
A barren-spirited fellow ; one that feeds 
On objects, arts, and imitations ; 
Which, out of use, and stal'd by other men. 
Begin his fashion : Do not talk of him, 
But as a property. And now, Octavius, 

tiisten great things. Brutus and Cassius 

Are levying powers : we must straight make head : 

Therefore, let our alliance be combin'd. 

Our best friends made, and our best means stretched out ; 

And let us presently go sit in council. 

How covert matters may be best disclosed, 

And open perils surest answered. 

Oct. Let us do so ; for we are at the stake. 
And bay'd about with many enemies ; 
And some, that smile, have in their hearts, I fear, 
Millions of mischief. [Exewnt* 

SCENE II. 
Before Brutus' Tent^ in the Qxmp near Sardis. Drum. EkUer 

Brutus, Lucilius, Lucius, and Soldiers: Titinius oihI 

Pind'arus meeting them. 

Bru, Stand, ho 1 

Luc, Give the word, ho ! and stand. 

Bru, What now, Lucilius ? h Cassius near ? 
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Luc. He is at hand ; and Pindarus is come 
To do you salutation from his master. 

[Pindarus gives a letter to Brutu8% 

Bru, He greets me well. — Your master, Pindarus, 
In his own change, or by ill officers. 
Hath given me some worthy cause to wish 
Things done, undone : but, if he be at hand, 
I shall be satisfied. 

Pin. I do not doubt, 
But that my noble master will appear 
Such as he is, full of regard, and honour. 

Bru. He is not doubted. — A word, Lucilius j 
How he receiv'd you, let me be resolv'd. 

Lmc. With courtesy, and with respect enough ; 
But not with such familiar instances, 
Nor with such free and friendly conference, 
As he hath used of old. 

Bru. Thou hast described 
A hot friend cooling : Ever note, Lucilius, 
When love begins to sicken and decay. 
It useth an enforced ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain and simple faith : 
But hollow men, hke horses hot at hand. 
Make gallant show and promise of their mettle : 
But when they should endure the bloody spur. 
They fall their crests, and. like deceitful jades. 
Sink in the trial. Comes his army on ? 

Luc. They mean this night in Sardis to be quarter'd ; 
The greater part, the horse in general, 
Are come witii Cassius. [March within 

Bru. Hark, he is arriv'd : — 
March gently on to meet him. 

Enter Cassius and Soldiers. 

Cas. Stand, ho ! 

Bru. Stand, ho ! Speak the word along. 

Within. Stand. 

WiAin. Stand. 

Within. Stand. 

Ccu. Most noble brother, you have done me wrong. 

Bru. Judge me, you gods I Wrong I mine enemies ? 
And, if not so, how should I wrong a brother ? 

Om. Brutus, this sober form of yours bides wrongs ; 
And when you do them 

Bru. Cassiiuiy be content, 
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Speak your griefi softly, — I do know you well :— - 
Before the eyes of bo& our armies here, 
Which should perceiye nothing but love from us. 
Let us not wrwi^e : Bid them move away ; 
Then in my tent, Cassius, enlarge your griefi, 
And I will give you audience. 

Cos, Pindarus, 
Bid our coounanders lead their charges o£f 
A little from this ground. 

Bru. Lucilius, do the like ; and let no man 
Come to our tent, till we have done our conference. 
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Within the Tent of Brutus. Lucius and TiTiirius ai tome 

distance from it. Enter Brutus and Cassivs. 

Cas. That you have wrong'd me, doth appear in thLi - 
ITou have condemn'd and noted Lucius PeUa, 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 
Wherein, my letters, praying on his side, 
Because I knew the man, were slighted off. 

Bru, You wronged yourself, to write in such a case 

Cos, In such a time as this, it is not meet ^ 

That every nice offence should bear his conunent.* 

Bru, Let me tell you, Cassius, -you yourself 
Are much condemn^ to have an itching palm ; 
To sell and mart your offices for gold, 
To undeservers. • 

Cos, I an itching palm ? 
You know, that you are Brutus that speak this, 
Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last. 

Bru, The name of Cassius honours this corruption, > 

\nd chastisement doth therefore hide his head. } 

Cas, Chcistisement ! 

Bru, Remember March, the ides of March remember ! 
Did not great Julius bleed for justice' sake ? 
What villain touch'd his body, that did stab. 
And not for justice ?* What, shall one of us, J 

That struck the foremost man of all this world, ■ 

But for supporting robbers ; shall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes ? 

m That if, evei7 imdl trifflnf oflieocs. WABBURTON. j 

[iq ThtoqMmon is&r firoBi impljiBir OwtanjofthoM wbo toaehVI 0«nr^ bi^f, 
w&n TiUaiDs. On the oonimiyi It is an iadhwct waj of mierlinf, that tbnre wu 
not a man amonr them, who vas base enough to itab hia for any otMt but that of 
juttlee. IsilLoNE. 
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And sell the inighty space of our large honouis, 
Por 80 much tnah, as may be graapM thus ?— 
I had rather be a dog, and bay the noont 
Than such a Roman. 

Gm. Brutus, bay not me ; 
I'll not endure it : you forget yourself, 
To hedge me in ;* I am a soldier, I, 
Older in practice, abler than yours^ 
To make conditions.' 

Bru. Go to ; you're not, Cassius. 

Cos. I am. 

Bru. I say, you are not. 

Cos. Urge me no more, I shall forget myself; 
Haye mind upon ^our health, tempt me no further. 

Bru, Away, slight man ! 

Cos, Is't possible ? 

Bru. Hear me, for I will speak. 
Uust I giye way and room to your rash choler ? 
Shall I be frighted, when a madman stares ? 

Cas, O ye gods ! ye gods 1 Must I endure aU this ? 

Bru0 All this ? ay, more : Fret, till your proud hoftrt 
Go, show your slaves how choleric you are, [break ; 
And make your bondmen tremble. Must 1 budge ? 
Must I observe you ? Must I stand and crouch 
Under your testy humour ? By the gods, 
ITou shall digest the venom of your spleen. 
Though it do split you : for, from this day forth, 
I'll use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter. 
When you are waspish. 

Cas. Is it come to this ? 

Bru. You say, you are a better soldier : 
bet it appear so ; make your vaunting true. 
And it shaU please me well : For mine own part, 
1 shall be glad to learn of noble men. 

Cas. You wrong me every way, you wrong me, Brutus ; 
[ said, an elder soldier, not a better : ^ 

Did I say, better ? 

Bru. If you did, 1 care not. 

CjBU* When CaBsar liv'd, he durst not thus have mov'd me* 

Bru. Peace, peace ; you durst not so have tempted him. 

Cas. 1 durst not ? 

£41 That ia, to limit my authoritjr by your direction or oemurt. JOHNSON. 
XS\ That if, to know ou what termi it is fit to confer the cAccf which are at m^ 
HqwMl. JOHNSON. 

Vol. VIU. C 2. 
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Bru. No. 

Cos, What ? durst not tempt him ? 
Bru. For your life you durst not. 
Cc». Do not presume too much upon my love, 
{ may do that I shall be sorry for. 

Bru. Tou have done that you should be sorry ibr^ 
There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats ; 
IPor I am arm'd so strong in honesty, 
That they pass by me, as the idle wind, 
Which I respect not. I did send to you 
For certain sums of gold, which you deny'd mc ;— * 
For I can raise no money by yile means : 
By heaven, I had rather coin my heart. 
And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring 
From the hard hands of peasants their vile trasl^^ 
By any indirection. I did send 
To you for gold to pay my legions, 
Which you denied me : Was that done like Cassius ? 
Should 1 have answer'd Caius Cassius so ? 
When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous. 
To lock such rascal counters from his friends, 
^e ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts, 
Dash him to pieces ! 

Cas, I denied you not 

Bru, You did. 

Cos. 1 did not : — he was but a fool, 
That brought my answer back.— -Brutus hath riv'dmy heart. 
A friend should bear his friends infirmities, 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 

Bru. I do not, till you practise them on me.' 

Cas. You love me not. 

Bru. I do not like your faults. 

Cas. A friendly eye could never see such faults. 

Bru. A flatterer's would not, though they do appear 
As huge as high Olympus. 

Cas. Com^ Antony, and young Octavius, come. 
Revenge younelves alone on Cassius, 
For Cassius is aweary of the world : 
Hated by one he loves ; brav'd by his brother ; 

JB1 This is a noble sentiment, altogether in character, and expressed in a nuuiDClr 
mitably hanpy. For to wring, implies both to get unjustly, and to use foree la 
getting: and bard bands signify both the peasant's great labour and pains in acqnliw 
ing, and bis great unwillingness to quit his hold. WARBURTON. 

Jr\ The meaning is this } I do not look for yoor faults, I only see them, and acB* 
tbm them with Tehemenoe, when yoo foree uem Qiio my nottce, By procffriaf tktm 
9% ntt* JOHHSON. 
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Checked like a bondman ; all his faults obserr'd^ 

Set in a note book, learn'd, and conn'd by rote. 

To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep 

My spirit from mine eyes ! — There is my dagger, 

And here my naked breast ; within, a heart 

Dearer than Plutus' mine, richer than gold : 

If that thou be'st a Roman, take it forth ; 

1, that denied thee gold, will give my heart : 

Strike, as thou didst at Cssar ; for, I know, 

When thou didst hate him worst, thou lov'dst him better 

Than erer thou lov'dst Cassius. 

Bru. Sheath your dagger : 
Be ^aagrj when you will, it shall have scope ; 
Do what you will, dishonour shall be humour. 
O Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb 
That carries anger, as the flint bears fire ; 
Who, much enforced, shows a hasty spark, 
And straight is cold again. 

Cos. Hath Cassius hv'd 
To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When grief, and blood iU-temperM, vexeth him ? 

Bru. When I spoke that, 1 was ill-temper'd too. 

Ckus, Do you confess so much ? Give me your hand. 

Bru. And my heart too. 

Cos, O Brutus!— 

Bru. What's the matter ? 

Cas. Have you not love enough to bear with me^ 
When that rash humour, which my mother gave me 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru. Yes, Cassius ; and, henceforth, 
When you are over-earnest with your Brutus, 
He'll think your mother chides, and leave you so. 

Ifioise Tsnthin. 

Poet, [within.] Let me go in to see the generals ; 
There is some grudge between them, 'tis not meet 
They be alone» 

Lmc. [Tanihin.'} You shall not come to them. 

Poet, [ooithin.] Nothing but death shall stay me. 

Enter Poet. 

Cas. How now ? What's the matter ? 

Poet. For shame, you generals ; what do you mean ? 
liove, and be friends, as two such men should be ; 
Fer I have seen more years, I am sure, than ye. 

^its. Ha> ka ; how vilely doth this cynick rhimek 
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Bru. Get you hence, sirrah ; saucy fellow, hence. 

Cm. Bear with him, Brutus ; 'tis his bshion. 

Bru. ril know his humour, when ha knows his thne : 
What should the wars do with these jigging fools t* 
Companion, hence ! 

Qu, Away, away, be gone. [Exii PoA 

Enter Lucilius and Titinius. 

Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the commanders 
Prepare to lodge their companies to-nig^t. 

Cos, And come yourselves, and bring Messala with you 
Inmiediately to us. \Exe, Lucilius and TiTiiaus 

Bru, Lucius, a bowl of wme. 

Cos. I did not think, you could haye been so angry. 

Bru, O Cassius, I am sick of many griefi. 

Cos. Of your philosophy you make no use, 
If you give place to accidentel evils. 

Bru, No man bears sorrows better :— Portia is dead. 

Ca84 Ha! Portia? 

Brun She is dead. 

Cos, How scap'd I killing, when I cross'd you so ?— - 

Insupportable and touchu^ loss ! — 
Upon what sickness ? 

Bru, Impatient of my absence ; 
And grief, that young Octavius with Mark Antony 
Have made theinsolves so strong ; — ^for with her death 
That tidings came ; — ^With this she fell distract, 
And, her attendants absent, swallow'd fire. 

Cos, And died so ? 

Bru, Even so. 

Cos, O ye immortal gods ! 

Enter Lucius, with wine and tapers, 

Bru, Speak no more of her. — Give me a bowl of wine : 
<-In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius. [Drinks 

Ckis, My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge : — 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o'erswell the cup ; 

1 cannot drink too much of Brutus' love. [Drinks 

Re-enter Titinius with Messala. 

Bru, Come in, Titinius : — ^Welcome, good Messala^ — 
Now sit we close about this taper here, 
And call in question our necessities. 

Cku, Portia, art thou gone ? 

Bru, No more, I pray you. — 
Messala, I have here received letters, 

[8] That If, with thew OOy poett. A Jiff dnUMi lA«or utbor's time, a OMlrtal 
composition u well m a dnice. MAliONE. 
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\, Tlial young Octavius, and Mark Antony, 
Come dovm upon us with a mighty power, 
Bending their expedition toward Philippi. 

Mes. l^elf have letters of the self-same tenour. 

Bru. With what addition ? 

.Mes. That by proscription, and bills of outlawry, 
OctayiuSy Antony, and Lepidus, 
Have put to death an hundred senators. 

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree ; 
Hine speak of seventy senators, that died 
By their proscriptions, Cicero being one. 

Cos. Cicero one ? 

Met, Ay, Cicero is dead, 
And by that order of proscription. — 
Had you your letters from your wife, niy lord ? 

Bru. No, Messala. 

Mes. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her ? 

Bru. Nothing, Messala. 

Mes. That, metfainks, is strange. 

Bru, Why ask you ? Hear you aught of her in yours ? 

Mes. No, my lord. 

Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. : 

Mes. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell : 
For certain she is dead, and by strange manner. 

Bru. Why, farewell, Portia. — We must die, MessalU : 
With meditating that she must die once, 
i hhYe the patience to endure it now. 

Mes. Even so great men great. losses should endure*. 

Cos. I have as much of this in art as you,* 
But yet my nature could not bear it so. 

Bru, Well, to-pur work alive. What do you think 
Of marching to rnilippi presentiy ? 

Cos. I do not think it good. 

Bru, Your reason ? 

Cas, This it is : 
'Tis better, that the enemy seek us : 
So shall he waste his means, weary his soldiers, 
Doing himself oiSence ; whilst we, lying still. 
Are full of rest, defence, and nimbleness. 

Bru, Good reasons must, of force, give place to B^lt^r 
The people, 'twixt Philippi and this ground, 
Do stand but in a forc'd affection ; 
For they have grudgM us contribution : 



«»^-. 
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The enemy, marching nlon^ by them, 

By them shall make a fuller Dumber up, 

Come on refreshed, new-added, and encouraged , 

From which advantage shall we cut him off, 

If at Philippi we do face him there, 

These people at our back. 

Cos. Hear me, good brother. 

Bru, Under your pardon. — You most note beside, 
That we have tryM the utmost of our friends 
Oar legions are brim-fuU, our cause is ripe ; 
The enen\y increaseth every day. 
We, at the height, are ready to decline. 
There is a tide in the affairs of men. 
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune ; 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Is bound in shallows, and in miseries. 
On such a full sea are we now afloat ; 
And we must take the current w^hen it serves, 
Or lose our ventures. 

Cos. Then, with your will, go on ; 
We'll along ourselves, and meet them at Philippi. 

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk. 
And nature must obey necessity ; 
Which we will ni^ard with a little rest. 
There is no more to say ? 

Cas, No more. Good night ; 
Early to-morrow will we rise, and hence. [Messala ;-^ 

Bru, Lucius, my gowp. [Exit Luc] Farewell, good 
Good night, Titinius : — ^Noble, noble Cassius, 
Good night, and good repose. 

Cas. O my dear brother ! ^ 

^t^rhis was an ill-beginning of the night : 
•Never come such division 'tween our souls ! 
Let it not, Brutus. 

Bru. Every thing is well. 

Cas. Good night, my lord. 

Bru. Good night, good brother. 

Tit. Mes. Good night, lord Brutus. 

Bru. Farewell, every one. [Exe. Cas. Tit. and^ 1/Lts. 
Re-enter Lucius, with the gown. 
ftye me the gown. Where is thy instrument ? 

Luc. Here in the tent. 

Bru. What, thou speak'st drowsily ? 
f^ox faiave, I blame thee not ; fhou art o'er-watctC 
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Cal^Claudius, aad some other of my men ; 
VU have them sleep on cushions in my tent. 

Lu€. Varro, and Claudius ! 

Enter Varro and Claudius, 

Far. Calls my lord ? 

Bm, I pray you, sirs, lie in my tent, and sleep ; 
It may be, I shall raise you by and by 
On business to my brodier Cassius. [dure^ 

Far, So please you, we will stand, and watch your plea- 

Bru, I will not have it so : lie down, good sirs ; 
It may be, I shall otherwise bethink me. 
Look, Lucius, here's the book I sought for so ; . 
I piit it in the pocket of my gown. [Servants lie dnwn, 

Luc, I was sure, your lordship did not give it me. 

Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much forgetful. 
Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile, 
And touch thy instrument a strain or two ? 

Imc, Ay, my lord, an it please you. 

Bru. It does, my boy : 
I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Luc. It is my duty, sir. 

Bru. I should not urge thy duty past thy might ; 
I know, young bloods look for a time of rest. 

Luc. I have slept, my lord, already. 

Bru. It was well done ; and thou shalt sleep again ; 
I will not hold thee long : . if I do live, 
I will be good to thee. [Music^ and a song 

This is a sleepy tune : — O murd'rous slumber ! 
Lay'st thou thy leaden mace upon my boy. 
That plays thee music ? — Gentle knave, good night ; 
I will not do thee so much wrong to wake thee. 
If thou dost nod, thou break'st thy instrument ; 
I'll take it from thee ; and, good boy, good night. 
Let me see, let me see ; — Is not the leaf turn'd down, 
Where I lefl reading ? Here it is, I think. [He sits down. 

Enter the Ghost of C^sar. 
How ill this taper burns ! — ^Ha ! who comes here ? 
I think, it is the weakness of mine eyes, 
'That shapes this monstrous apparition. 
It comes upon me : — ^Art thou any thing ? 
Art thou some god, some angel, or some devil, 
That mak'st my blood cold, and my hair to stare ? ^ 

Speak to me, what thou art. 

Ghost. Thy evil spirit, Brutus^ 
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Bru. Why com'st thou ? 

Qhoit, To tell thee, thou shalt lee me at PhSi^pL 

Bru. Well ; 
Then I shall see thee again ? 

QJiasL Ay, at Philippi. [QhoH vAnuki. 

Bru. Why, I wiU see thee at Philippi then.^— 
Nfow I have taken heart, thou vanishest : 
111 spirit, I would hold more talk with thee.— - 
Boy! Lucius! — ^Varro ! Claudius! Sirs, awake!—- 
Claudius ! 

Luc, The strings, my lord, are false. 

Bru. He thinks, he still is at his instrument-— 
Lucius, awake. 

Lmc. My lord ! 

Bru. Didst thou dream, Lucius, that thou so cry'dst out ? 

Luc. My lord, 1 do not know that I did cry. 

Bru. Yes, that thou didst : Didst thou see any thing ? 

Luc. Nothing, my lord. 

Bru. Sleep again, Lucius. — Sirrah, Claudius.! 
Pellow thou ! awake. 

Var. My lord. 

Clau. my lord. 

Bru. Why did you so cry out, sirs, in your sleep i 

Far. Clau. Did we, my lord ? 

Bru. Ay : Saw yoii any thing ? 

Far. No, my lord, I saw nothing. 

Clau. Nor I, my lord. 

Bru. Go, and conmiend me to my brother Cassias ; 
Bid him set on his powers betimes before, 
And we will follow. 

Far. Qau. It shall be done, my lord. [ExeuaU 



ACT V. 

SCENE I.— 7%e Plains of Philippi. Enter OcTAvnTB 

Antony, and their Army. 

Oct. Now, Antony, our hopes are answered : 
Vou said, the enemy would not come down, 
But keep the hills and upper regions : 
(t proves not so : their battles are at hand ; 
They mean to warn us at Philippi here, 
Answering before we do demand of them. 

Jlnt. Tut, I am in their bosoms, and I know 
Vfherefore they do it : they could be content 



To visit other places ; and come down 
h With fearful bravery, thinking, by thit &ce» 
c To &ften in our thoughts that they have courage ; 

But 'tis not so. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mes, Prepare you, generals : 
The enemy comes on in gallant show : 
Their bloody sign of battle is hung out, 
And something to be done immediately. 

Ant. Octavius, lead your battle softly on. 
Upon the lefi hand of die even field. 

Oct. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left. 

Ant. Why do you cross me in this exigent ? 

Oct. I do not cross you ; but I will do to. [March. 

Drum. Enter Brutus, Cassius, and their Army ; Luci- 
Lius, TiTiNius, Messala, and others. 

Bru. They stand, and would have parley. 

Ca^. Stand fast, Titinius : We must out and talk. 

Oct. Mark Antony, shall we give sign of battle ? 
■ Ant. No, Csesar, we will answer on their charge. 
Make forth, the generals would have some words. 

Oct. Stir not until the signal. 

Bru. Words before blows : Is it so, countrjrmen ? 

Oct. Not that we love words better, as you do. 

Bru. Good words are better than bad strokes, Octavius. 

AsU. In your bad strokes, Brutus, you give good words .: 
Witness the hole you made in Caesar's heart, 
Crying, Long live ! hail, Coesar ! 

Cos. Antony, 
The posture of your blows are yet unknown ; 
But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees, 
And leave them honeyless. 

Ant. Not stingless too. 

Bru. O, yes, and soundless too ; 
Fof you have stol'n their buzzing, Antony, 
And, very wisely, threat before you sting. 

Ant. Villains, you did not so, when your vile daggers 
Hack'd one another ir. the sides of Caesar : 
You show'd your teeth like apes, and fiiwn'd like hounds. 
And bow'd like bondmen, kissing Caesar's feet ; 
Whilst damned Casca, like a cur, behind. 
Struck Caesar on the neck. O flatterers ! 

Cas. Flatterers 1 — ^Now, Brutus, thank yourself : 
6 Vol VIIL 
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This tongae had not offended so to-day» 
If Cassius might have nil'd. 

Oct. Come, come, the cause : If arguing make us iweat, 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops. 
Look ; 

I draw a sword against conspirators ; 
When think you that the sword goes up again ?— -^ 
Never, till Caesar's three and twenty wounds 
Be well aveng'd ; or till another Caesar 
Tlaye added slaughter to the sword of traitors. 

Bru, Caesar, thou canst not die by traitors, 
Unless thou bring'stthem with thee. 

Oct. So I hope ; 
I was not bom to die on Brutus' sword. 

Bru, O, if thou wert the noblest of thy strain. 
IToung man, thou couldst not die more honourable. 

Cas. A peevish schoolboy, worthless of such honour, 
Join'd with a masker and a reveller. 

Ant. Old Cassius still ! 

Oct. Come, Antony ; away. — 
Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth : 
If you dare fight to-day, come to the field ; 
If not, when you have stomachs. 

[jEojc. OcTAvius, Antony, and their army. 

Cas. Why now, blow, wind ; swell, billow ; and swiiii« 
The storm is up, and all is on the hazard. [bark t 

Bru. Ho! , ■ 

Lucilius ; hark, a word with you. 

Luc, My lord. [Brutus and Lucilius converse apart. 

Cas. Messala. — 

Mes. What says my general ? 

Cas. Messala, 
This is my birth-day ; as this very day 
Was Cassius bom. Give me thy hand, Messala : 
Be thou my witness, that, against my will, 
As Pompey was, am I compell'd to set 
Upon one battle all our liberties, 
you know, that I held Epicums strong. 
And his opinion : now I change my mind, 
And partly credit things that do presage. 
Coming from Sardis, on, our former ensign* 
Two mighty eagles fell • and there they perch'd, 

W Former for (bremost, STEEVENS. *^ 
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Oorgiiig and feeding from onr soldiers' hands ; 
Who to Philippi here consorted us ; 
This morning are they fled away, and gone ; 
And in their steads, do ravens, crows, and kites^ 
Fly o'er our heads, and downward look on us. 
As we were sickly prey ; their shadows seeib 
A canopy most fatal, under which 
Our'army lies, ready to give up the ghost. 

Mes, Believe not so. 

Cos, I but believe it partly ; 
For I am fresh of spirit, and resolv'd 
To meet all perib very constantly. 

Bru. Even so, Lucihus. 

Cos. Now, most noble Brutus, 
The gods to-day stand friendly ; that we may, 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age ! 
But, since the affairs of men rest still uncertain, 
Let's reason with the worst that may befell. 
If we do lose this battle, then is this 
The very last time we shall speak together : 
What are you then determined to do ?* 

Bru, Even by the rule of that philosophy,* 
By which I did blame Cato for the death 
Which he did give himself : — I know not how, 
But I do find it cowardly and vile, 
For fear of what might fall, so to prevent 
The time of life ; — arming myself with patience.. 
To stay the providence of some high powers, 
That govern us below. 

Cos. Then, if we lose this battle. 
You are contented to be led in triumjph 
Thorough the streets of Rome ? 

Bt:u, No, Cassius, no : think not, thou noble Roman^ 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome ; 
He bears too great a mind. But this same day 
Most end that work, the ides of March begun : 
And whether we shall meet again, I know not. 

[81 That la, I am resolTed Insudi a case to kill myseUl What are yoa determlnea 
«r? WARBURTON. 

U] There It an apparent contratKction between the senthnenti contained in tidt 
and the following meech of Bmtiu. In thk, Bnitnt dedares hia renhition to wait 
patienthr for the delerminatioof of Proridence} and in the next, lie intimate^ that 
thoogh ne thonld furrive the battle^ he would never fubmit to be led In chaui to 
Boaae; This NBtenoe, in sir Thomas Morth'k traastation of Plutarch Is perplexed, 
and might easily be mitunderstood. Shak^ieare^ in tlie first speech, makes that to b» 
tbt present opinion of Brutus, which, In Pintuneh, Is mentioned oaly as rae ke foN 
flKfiy entenahMlk though ha now oondemned Iti 8TEEVENS. 
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Therefore our everlasting furewell take : — 
For eTer» and for ever, farewell, Cassius ! 
If we do meet again, why we shall smile ; 
If not, why then this parting was well made. 

Cos. For ever, and for ever, farewell, Brotos I 
If we do meet again, we'll smile indeed ; 
If not, 'tia true, this parting was well mside. 

Bru. Why then, lead on. — O, that a man might know 
The end of this day's business, ere it come ! ' 

But it sufficeth. that the day will end. 
And then the end is known. — Come, ho ! away ! 

[ExemiU 
SCENE 11. 
The same. The Fidd of Battle, Alarum, ITnfor BavTUS 

and Messala. 
Bra, Ride, ride, Messala, lide, and give these bills 
Unto the legions on the other side : [Lov^ alarwiu 

Let them set on at once ; for I perceive 
But cold demeanour in Octavius' wing, 
\nd sudden push gives them the overthrow. 
Ride, ride, Messala ; let them all come down. [£xeif7ili 

SCENE III. 
The sam€, Another Part of the Field. Alarum. E!nt$r 

Cassius and Titinius. 

Cos. O, look, Titinius, look, the villains fly ! 
Myself have to mine own turn'd enemy : 
This ensign here of mine was turning back ; 
i slew the coward, and did take it from him. 

Tit, O Cassius, Brutus gave the word too early : 
Who having some advantage on Octavius, 
Took it too eagerly ; his soldiers fell to spoil, 
Whilst we by Antony are all enclos'd. 

Enter Pindarus. 

Pin. Fly further off, my lord, fly further off 5 
Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord ! 
Fly, therefore, noble Cassius, fly far off. 

Coi. This 1^1 is far enough. Look, look, Titinius » 
Are those my tents, where I perceive the fire ? 

Tit They are, my lord. , 

Cm. Titinius, if thou lov'st me. 
Mount thou my horse, and hide thy spurs in him, ^' 

Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops, 
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And bere again ; that I may rest assnr'd, 
Whether yond' troops are friend or enemj« 

Tit. I will be here i^n, eyen with a uOQ^. [JEScih 

Ccts. QOi Pindarus, get higher on that hill : 
Hy sig^t was ever tUck ; regard Titinins, 
And tell me what thou not'st about the field. — 

[Exit fvxwjjivs. 
This day I breathed first : tune is come round. 
And where I did begin, there I shall end ; 
My life is run his compass. — Sirrah, what news ? 

Pm. [a^ove.] O my lord ! 

Cos. What news? 

I^m* Titinius is 
Enclosed round about with horsemen, that 
Make to him on the spur ; — ^Yet he spurs on.-^ 
Now they are almost on him ; now, Titinius !— - 
Now some 'li^t : — O, he 'li^ts too : — He's ta'en ; — and. 

hark! 
They shout for joy. [ SK(na . 

Ca$. Come down, behold no more. — 
O, coward that 1 am, to liye so long, 
Ta see my best friend ta'en before my Ihce !-« 

Re'trUer Pindarus» 
Come hither, sirrah : 
In Parthia did I take thee prisoner ; 
And then I swore thee, saving of thy life, 
That whatsoever I did bid thee do. 
Thou shouldst attempt it. Come now, keep thine oath t 
Now be a freeman ; and, with this good sword. 
That ran through Caesar's bowels, search this bosom. 
Stand not to answer : Here, take thou the hilts ; 
And, when my face is cover'd, as 'tis now, 
Guide ihon the sword. — Cesar, thou art reveng'd, 
Even wiUi the sword that kill'd thee. [Dies. 

Pin. So, I am free ; yet would not so have been, 
Durst I have, done my will. O Cassius ! 
Far from this country Pindarus shall run, 
Where never Roman shall take note of him. [Exit, 

Re-enter Titinius, with Messala. 

Mes. It is but change, Titinius ; for Octavius 
Is overthrown by noble Brutus' power. 
As Cassius' legions are by Antony. 

Tit. These tidingi will well comfort Cassias. 

Met. Where did you leave him ? 
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Tit All disconsolate, 
With Pindaros his bondinaD» on this hill. 

Mes, Is not that he» that lies upon the g;round % 

TU. He lies not like the living. O my heart f 

Mes. Is not that he ? 

Tit. No, this was he, Messala, 
But Cassius is no more. — O setting sun ! 
As in thy red rays thou dost sink to night. 
So in his red blood Cassius' day is set ; 
The sun of Rome is set \ Our day is gone ; i 

Clouds, dews, and dangers come ; our deeds are done ! 
Mistrust of my success hath done this deed. 

Mes, Mistrust of good success hath done this deed., 
O hateful error, melancholy's child ! 
Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not ? O error, soon conceiy'd. 
Thou never com'st unto a happy birth, 
But kill'st the mother that engender'd thee. 

Tit, What, Pindarus ! where art thou, Pindarus i 

MtB. Seek him, Titinius : whilst I go to meet 
The noble Brutus, thrusting this report 
Into his ears : I may say, thrusting it ; 
For piercing steel, and darts envenomed. 
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus^ 
As tidings of this sight. 

Tit. Hie you, Measala, 
And I will seek for Pindarus the while. [Exit Mes. 

Why didst thou send me forth, brave Cassius ? i 

Did I not meet thy friends ? and did not they 
Put on my brows this wreath of victory. 
And bid me give't thee ? Didst thou not hear tbeir 

shouts ? 
Alas, thou hast misconstrued every thing. 
But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow ; 
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and I 
Will do his bidding. — ^Brutus, come apace, 
And see how I regarded Caius Cassius. — 
By your leave, gods : — This is a Roman's part : 
Come, Cassius' sword, and find Titinius' heart. [Dits. 

Alarum. Re-enter Messala, with Brutus, young Cato 
Strato, Volumnius, and Lucilius. 
Bru. Where, where, Messala, doth his body lie ? 
Mes. Lo, yonder ; and Titinius mourning it. 
Bru. Titinius' face is upward. 
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Cato. He is slain. 

Bru, O Julius CaBsar, thou art mighty yet ! 
Thy spirit walks abroad, and turns our swords 
In our own proper entrails. [Low aiUtrums 

CkUo. Brave Titinius ! 
Look, if he have not crown'd dead Cassius ! 

Bru» Are yet two Romans living such as these ? — 
The last of all the Romans, ^e thee well ! 
[t is impossible, that ever Rome 
Should breed thy fellow. — ^Friends, I owe more tears 
To this dead man, than you shall see me pay. — ^ 
[ «hall find time, Cassius^ I shall find time. — 
Come, therefore, and to Thassos send his body ; 
Elis funerals shall not be in our camp, 
Lest it discomfort us. — ^Lucihus, come ; — 
A.Dd come, young Cato ; let us to the field. — 
Labeo, and Flavins, set our battles on : — 
'Tis three o'clock ; and, Romans, yet ere night 
VYe shall try fortune in a second fight. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Another Part of the Field. Alarum. ErUtry fightings Soldiers 
of both Armies; iAcn Brutus, Cato, Lucilius, and others. 

Bru, Yet, countrymen, O, yet hold up your heads ! 

Cato. What bastard doth not ? Who will go with me ? 
I will proclaim my name about the field : — 
[ am the son of Marcus Cato, ho ! 
A foe to tyrants, and my country's friend ; 
I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho ! • [Charges the enemy. 

Bru. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I ; 
Brutus, my country's friend ; know me for Brutus. 

[Elxit^ charging the enemy. Cato is overpovcered, 
arid falls. 

hue. young and noble Cato, art thou down ? 
Why, now thou diest as bravely as Titinius ; 
And may'st be honour'd being Cato's son. 

1 Sold. Yield, or thou diest. 

JLiic. Only I yield to die : 
There is so much that thou wilt kill me straight ; 

lOffering mmitu. 

Kill Brutus, and be honour'd in his death. 

1 Sold. We must not. — A noble prisoner ! 

2 Sold. Room, ho ! Tell Antony, Brutus is la'en. 

1 Sold. I'll tell the news. — Here comes the general ; 
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Enter Antony. 
Brutos is ta'en, Brotos is ta'en, my lord. 

ArU. Where is he? 

Luc. Safe, Antony ; Brutus is safe enough : 
1 dare assure thee, that no enemy 
Shall ever take aliye the noble Brutus : 
The gods defend him from so great a shame ! 
When you do find him, or aliye, or dead, 
He will be found hke Brutus, like himself. 

Ant, This is not Brutus, friend ; but, I assure you 
A prize no less in worth : keep this man safe. 
Give him all kindness : I had rather have * 

Such men my friends, than enemies. Go on, 
And see if Brutos be alive, or dead : 
And bring us word, unto Octavius' tent, 
How every thing is chanc'd. [ExewU, 

SCENE V. 

« 

Another Part of the Field, Enter Brutus, Dardanics. 
Clitus, Strato, and Volumnius.. 

Bru, Come, poor remains of friends, rest on this rock. 

Cli, Statilius showM the torch-light ; but, my lord, 
He came not back ; he is or ta'en, or slain. 

Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus : Slaying is the word ; 
It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee, Clitus. — [Whimering. 

CM. What, I, my lord ? No, not for all the world. 

Bru. Peace then, no words. 

Cli. I'll rather kill myself. 

Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius ! [Whispers him, 

Dar. I do such a deed ? 

Cli. O, Dardanius ! 

Dar. O, Clitus ! 

Cli. What ill request did Brutus make to thee *? 

Dar. To kill him, Clitus : Look, be meditates. 

Cli. Now is that noble vessel full of grief. 
That it runs over even at bis eyes. 

Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius : list a word-. 

Vol. What says my lord ? 

Bru. Why, this, Volumnius : 
The ghost of Caesar hath appeared to me 
Two several times by night : at Sardis, once ; 
And, this last night, here in Philippi' fields. 
I know, my hour is come. 
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FoL Not 80» my lord. 

Bru, Nay, I am sure it is, Volumnius. 
Thon see'st the world, Volumnius, how it goes ; 
Onr enemies have beat us to the pit : 
It is more worthy to leap ia ourselves, 
Than tarry till they push us. Good Volumnius, 
Thou know'st, that we two went to school together ;^ 
Even for that our love of old, I pray thee. 
Hold thou my sword's hilt, whilst 1 run on it. 

Pol. That's not an office for a friend, my lord. 

[Alarum still. 

C2u Fly, fly, my lord ; there is no tarrying here. 

Bru. Farewell to you ; — and you ; — and you, Volumnius. 
— Strato, thou hast been all this while asleep ; 

Farewell to thee too, Strato. Countrymen, 

My heart doth joy, that yet, in all my life, 

I found no man, but he was true to me. 

I shall have glory by this losing day, 

More than Octavius, and Mark Antony, 

By this vile conquest shall attain unto. 

So, fere you well at once ; for Brutus' tongue 

Hath almost ended his life's history : 

Night hangs upon mine eyes ; my bones would rest, 

That have but labour'd to attain this hour. 

[Alarum. Cry within ; Fly,, fly, fly. 

C2i. Fly, my lord, fly. 

Bru. Hence ; I will follow thee. 

[Exe. Clitus, Dardanius, and Volumnius. 
1 pr'ythee, Strato, stay thou by thy lord : 

Thou art a fellow of a good respect ; 

. .— ^— ^»^— ^— , I - — — I - 

[9] So in the old translation of Plutarch: '*Now, tbcnio;ht licing farre spent 
Brntua as he sate, howed towards Clitus one of his men, and told hitn somewhat in 
hla eare *, the other aunswered not, but fell a weeping. Thereupon he proued Dar* 
danus, and sayd somcwhut al«o to him : at length he came to Volumnius him selfe. 
and speaking to him in Grseke, prayed hira for the studies sake whirh brought them 
aoqoalnted together, that he woulde helpe him to. put his hanUe to his sword, to 
thnutit in him to kille him. Volumnius denied his request, and so did many others: 
and an^ngst the rest, one of them sayd, there was no tarrying' for them tliere, but 
that tMy moat needes flie. Then Brutus rising vn, we must flie in deede, sayd be, 
tot it must be with our liands, not with our feete. Then taking euery man by the liand, 
he sayd these words vnto them with a chearfull countenance. It rejoycetfa my hart 
that not one of my frends hath failed me at my neede, and I do not compluine ol 
my fortune, but only for my countries sake : for, as for me, I thinke my ^elfe luiraier 
than tliey that have ouercome, considering that I leaue a perpetual! fame of our 
enrage and manhoode, the which our enemies, the conquerors shall neuer attaine 
yxAo by force nur money, neither can let their posteriiie to say, that they have been 
naiu^btia and on^Just men, haue slain good men, to vsorpe tyrannical power not per- 
tainlng to them. Hauing sayd ao, he prayed euery man to shift for tlicm selues, a«d 
then he went a little aside," &c. STEEVENS. 

Vol. VIII. D 



74 JT7LIV8 CfSAB. ACT 

Thy life hath had some smatch of honour in it : 
Hold then my sword, and turn away thy face, 
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato ? 
Stra, Give me your hand first : Fare you well, my lor 
Bru, Farewell, good Strato. — Caesar, now be still ; 
I kill'd not thee with half so good a will. 

[He runs on his sword^ and du 

Alarum. Retreat, Enter Octavius, Awtony, Messal 

LuciLius, and their Army, 

Oct. What man is that ? 

Mes. My master's man. — Strato, where is thy master 

Slra. Free from the bondage you are in, Messala : 
The conquerors can but make a fire of him : 
For Brutus only overcame himself. 
And no man else hath honour by his death. 

Luc. So Brutus should be found. — I thank thee, Brute 
That thou hast prov'd Lucilius' saying true. 

Oct. All that serv'd Brutus, I will entertain them. 
Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me ? 

Stra. Ay, if Messala will prefer me to yon.* 

Oct. Do so, Messala. 

Mes, How died my master, Strato ? 

Stra. I held the sword, and he did run on it. 

Mes. Octavius, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the latest service to my master. 

Ant. This was the noblest Roman of them all : 
All the conspirators, save only he. 
Did that they did in envy of great Caesar ; 
He, only, in a general honest thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle ; and the elements 
So mix'd in him, that Nature might stand up, 
And say to all the world. This was a man ! 

Oct, According to his virtue let us use him, 
With all respect, and rites of burial. 
Within my tent his bones to-night shall lie. 
Most like a soldier, order'd honourably. — 
So, call the field to rest : and let's away. 
To part the glories of this happy day. [Exeui 

[S[ To iprtfyr seems to have been the established phnse for reeommeDdiag a » 
TBnt. SEED. 
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OBSERVATIONS, 



\ Antony and Cleopatra.] Among the eDtries in the books 
s of the Stationers' Company, October 19, 1693, I find " A 
^ Booke entituled the Tragedie of Cleopatra.^^ It is enter- 
ed by Symon Waterson, for whom some of Daniel's works 
were printed ; and therefore it is probably by that author, 
f of whose Cleopatra there are several editions ; and, among 
others, one in 1594. 

In the same volumes. May 20, 1608, Edward Blount 
entered *' A Booke called Anthony and Cleopatra^ This 
is the first notice I have met with concerning any edition 
of this play more ancient than the folio, 1623. Steevens. 

This play keeps curiosity always busy, and the passions 
always interested. The continual hurry of the action, thc^ 
variety of incidents, and the quick succession of one per- 
sonage to another, call the mind forward without intermis- 
sion from the first act to the last. . But the power of de- 
lighting is derived principally from the frequent changes 
of the scene ; for, except the feminine arts, some of which 
are too low, which distinguish Cleopatra, no character is 
very strongly discriminated. Upton, who did not easily 
miss what he desired to find, has discovered that the lan^ 
guage of Antony is, with great skill and learning, made 
pompous and superb, according to his real practice. But 
I think his diction not distinguishable from that of others : 
the most tumid speech in the play is that which Caesar 
makes to Octavia. 

The events, of which the principal are described ac- 
cording to history, are produced without any art of con- 
nexion or care oi disposition. johnson. 

It is observable with what judgment Shakespeare draws 
the character of Octavius. Antony was his hero ; so 
* 'the other was not to shine : yet being an historical cha- 
^ racter, there was a necessity to draw him like. But the 
ancient historians, his flatterers, had delivered him down 
so fair, that he seems ready cut and dried for a hero. 
Amidst these difficulties Shaikespeare has extricated him- 
self with great address. He has admitted all those great 
strokes of his character as he found them, and yet has 
made him a very unamiable character, deceitful, mean- 
spirited, narrow-minded, proud, and revengeful. 

Warburton, 
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M. Antony, 

OcTAvius Cjssar, 
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DoMirros Enobarbus," 

Ventidius, 
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Taurus, lieutenant-general to Ccesar, 

Canidius, lieutenant-general to Antony, 

SiLius, an officer in V^entidius^s army, 

EuPHRONius, an ambassador from Antony to Coesar. 

Alexas, Mardian, Seleucus, and Diomedes ; atiendai 

on Cleopatra. 
A Soothsayer, A Clown. 

Cleopatra, queen of Egypt. 

Octavia, sister to CcBsar^ and wife to Antony. 

I ' > attendants on Cleopatra. 

Officers^ SMiers, Messengers^ and other Attendants, 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. — Alexandria. A Room in Cleopatra's Palace, 

Enter Demetrius and Philo. 

^y Philo. 

W AY, but this dotage of our general'g 

O'erflows the measure : those his goodly eyes, 

That o'er the files and musters of the war 

Have glow'd like plated Mars, now bend, now turn. 

The office and devotion of their view 

Upon a tawny front : his captain's heart, 

Which in the scuffles of great tights hath burst 

The buckles on his breast, reneges all temper ;' 

And is become the bellows, and the fan. 

To cool a gipsy's lust.* Look, where they come I 

Flourish. Enter Anton v and Cleopatra, Tmth their 

Trains ; Eunuchs fanning her. 
Take but good note, and you shall see in him 
The triple pillar of the work? transform 'd 
Into a strumpet's fool : behold and see. 

Cleo, If it be love indeed, tell me how much. 

Ant, There's beggary in the love that can be reckoned. 

Cleo. I'll set a bourn* how far to be belov'd. 

Ant, Then must thou needs find out new heaven, new 
earth.* 

Enter an Attendant, 

Att, News, my good lord, from Rome. 

Ant, Grates me : — The sum.^ 

Cleo, Nay, hear them, Antony : 
Fulvia, perchance, is angry ; Or, who knows 
[f the scarce -bearded Caesar have not sent 
His powerful mandate to you. Do this^ or this ; 

[11 Reneges— renounces. POPE. 

[2 Oipsy— is here used both in the original meaning for an Egyptian, and in its 
ueciaental sense for a bad wonmn. JOHNSON. 

[3] Triple— is here used improperly for third, or one of three. One of the Trium- 
virs, one of the three masters of Uie world. WARBURTON. 

[4] Bourn— bound or limit. POPE. 

151 Thou must set the boundary of my love at a greater distance than the presea; 
visible universe affords. JOHNSON. 

u\\ Be brief, sum thy business in a few words. JOHNSON. 
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Take in that kingdom, and enfranchise that ; 
PerfomCt, or else we damn thee. 

Ant. How, my love ! 

Cleo, Perchance, — -nay, and most like, 
You must not stay here longer, your dismission 
fs come from Caesar ; therefore hear it, Antony. — 
Where's Fulvia's process ? Caesar's, I would say ? — ^Both ? 
— Call in the messengers. — As I am Egypt's queen, 
Thou hlushest, Antony ; and that blood of thine 
Is Caesar's homager : else so thy cheek pays shame, 
When shrill-tongu'd Fulvia scolds. — The messengers. 

,Ant. Let Rome in Tyber melt ! and the wide arch 
Of the rang'd empire fall ! Here is my space ; 
Kingdoms are clay : our dungy earth alike 
Feeds beast as man : tlie nobleness of life 
Is, to do thus ; when such a mutual pair, [Embracing. 
And such a twain can do't, in which, I bind 
On pain of punishment, the world to weet,^ 
We stand up peerless. 

Cleo. Excellent falsehood ! 
Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her ? — 
I'll seem the fool I am not ; Antony 
Will.be himself. 

Ant. But stirr'd by Cleopatra.* 
Now, for the love of Love, and her soft hours, 
Let's not confound the time with conference harsh : 
There's not a minute of our lives should stretch 
Without some pleasure now : What sport to-night ? 

Cleo. Hear the ambassadors. 

Ant. Fye, wrangling queen ! 
Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh^ 
To weep ; whose every passion fully strives 
To make itself, in thee, fair and admir'd ! 
N^o messenger ; but thine and all alone. 
To-night, we'll wander through the streets, and note 
The qualities of people. Cpme, my queen ; 
Last night you did desire it : — Speak not to us. 

[Exeunt Ant. and Cleo. with their train. 

Dem. Is Caesar with Antonius priz'd so slight ? 



Toweet—toknow. POPE. 




By ArUonv vaiU 6d hinadf^ she means to say, that * Antonv wiU act like the joint 
sovereign of the wcHrld, and follow his own incunations, without reeard to the inan> 
dates of Caesar, or the anger of Fulvia.' To which m rapiies, *tf hM ttirr*d hji 
QUnpatra^ that is, if mored to it in the slightest degree Iqr her. MASON. 
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FAt. Sir, sometimes, when he is not Antony, 
He comes too short of that great property 
Which still should go with Antony. v| 

Dem. I'm full sorry, 
That he approves the common liar,^ who 
Thus spesucs of him at Rome : But I will hope 
Of better deeds to-morrow. Rest you happy • [Extunt. 

SCENE II. 
The same. Another Room. Enter Charmian, Iras. Alex- 

AS, and a SootJisayer, 

Char, Lord Alexas, sweet Alexas, most any thing 
Alexas, almost most absolute Alexas, Vhere's the 
soothsayer that you pniised so to the queen ? O, that I 
knew this husband, which, you say, must change his 
horns with garlands !' 

Alex. Soothsayer. 

Sooth, Your will ? 

Char. Is this the man ? — Is't you, sir, that know things t 

Sooth, In nature's infinite book of secrecy, 
A little I can read. 

Alex, Show him your hand. 

Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno, Bring in the banquet quickly ; wine enough^ 
Cleopatra*8 health to drink. 

Char, Good sir, give me good fortune. 

Sooth, I make not, but foresee. 

Char, Pray then, foresee me one. 

Sooth. You shall be yet far fairer than you are. 

Char. He means, in fiesh. 

Iras, No, you shall paint when you are old. 

Char, Wrinkles forbid ! 

Alex, Vex not his prescience ; be attentive. 

Char. Hush! 

Sooth. You shall be more beloving, than beloved. 

Char. I had rather heat my liver with drinking.' 

,^!€x. Nay, hear him. 

Char. Good now, some excellent fortune ! Let me 
fee married to three king$> in a forenoon, and widow them 

' 19]' Fame.' MALONE. 

[ij * To clianjye his horns with [i. e. for] garlamls,' siirnifics to be a triumphant 
cuckold ', a euc£old who will consider Iils state an btiooiirable one. STEEVhNS. 

[2] To know why Ae lady is so averse from heatii.-r her livery it must he remeH> 
bered, that a iwated liver il sapposed to make a pimpled face. JOHN SON. , 

« ^OL. VIII. D 2 
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all : let me have a child at fifty, to whom Herod of Jewry 
may do homage :' find me to marry me with Octayius 
CaBsaiir &nd companion me with my mistress. 

Sooth. You shall outlive the lady whom you serve. 

Char, O excellent ! I love long life hetter than figs. 

Sooth. You have seen and proved a fairer former fortune 
Than that which is to approach. 

Char. Then, belike, my children shall have no names */ 
Pr'ythee, how many boys and wenches must I have ? 

Sooth. If every of your wishes had a womb, 
And fertile every wish, a million. 

Char. Out, fool ! I forgive thee for a witch. 

Akx. You ^think, none but your sheets are privy to 
your wishes. 

Char. Nay, come, tell Iras hers. 

Alex. We'll know all our fortunes. 

Eno. Mine, and most of our fortunes, to-night, shall 
be— drunk to bed. 

Ira8. There's a palm presages chastity, if nothing else. 

Char. Even as the o'erflowing Nilus presageth famine. 

Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot soothsay. 

Char. Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful prognos- 
tication, I cannot scratch mine ear. — ^Pr'ythee, tell her 
but a worky-day fortune. 

Sooth. Your fortunes are alike. 

fy'as. But how, but how ? give me particulars. 

Sooth. I have said. 

Iras. Am I not an inch of fortune better than she ? 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of fortune belter 
than I, where would you choose it ? 

Ira^. Not in my husband's nose. 

Oiar. Our worser thoughts heavens mend ! Alexas, — 
come, his fortune, his fortune. — O, let him marry a 
woman that cannot go, sweet Isis, I beseech thee ! And 
let her die too, and give him a worse ! and let worse fol- 
low worse, till the worst of all follow him laughing to his 
grve, fifty-fold a cuckold ! Good Isis, hear me this prjiyer, 
though thou deny me a matter of more weight ; good Isis, 
I beseech thee ! 

Iras. Amen. Dear goddess, hear that prayer of the 

[3] Herod paid homa^ to the Romans, to procure the grant of the kingdom of 

. W A/oirer /brtune, I believe, means a more reputable one. Her answw tfaCB 
impIiM, that beUke all her children will be bastards, who have no right to the name 
«f their Other's family. STEEVENa 
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people I for, as it is a heart-breaking to see a handsome 
man loose-wived, so it is a deadly sorrow to behold a 
foul knave uncuckolded ; Therefore, dear Isis, keep de- 
corum, and fortune him accordingly ! 

C9iar. Amen. 

Alex. Lo, now ! If it lay in their hands to make me a 
cuckold, they would make themselves whores, but they'd 
do't. 

Eno, Hush ! here comes Antony. 

Char, Not he, the queen. 

Enter Cleopatra. 

C7eo. Saw you my lord ? 

Eno. No, lady. 

Cleo, Was he not here ? 

Char. No, madam. 

Geo. He was disposM to mirth ; but on a sudden 
A Roman thought hath struck him. — ^Enobarbus, — 

Eno. Madam. 

■Cleo. Seek liim, and bring him hither. Where's Alexas ? 

JUex. Here, madam, at your service. — ^My lord ap- 
proaches. 

Enter Antony, witk a messenger and Attendants. 

Cleo, We will net look upon him : Go with us. 

[Ea.ei:nt Cleo. Engb. Alex. Iras, Char. 

Soothsayer, and Attendants, 

Mes. Fulvia thy wife first came into the field. 

Ant. Against my brother Lucius ? 

Mes. Ay : 
But soon that war had end, and the timers state 
Made friends of them, jointing their force 'gainst Caesar : 
Whose better issue in the war, from Italy 
Upon the first encounter drave them. 

Ant. Well, 
What worst ? 

Mes. The nature of bad news infects the teller. 

Ant. When it concerns the fool, or coward. — On : 
Things, that are past, are done, with me. — 'Tis thus ; 
Who tclLs me true, though in his tale lie death, 
f hear him as he flatter'd. 

Mes, Labienus 
(This is sti£f news,) hath, with his Parthian force, 
Extended Asia' from Euphrates ; 
His conquering banner shook, from Syria 

[Sj To fxttm^ to-a twm lued for. to tein. JOHNSON. 
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To Ljdia, and to Ionia ; whilst- 



Ant, Antony, thou wouldst say, — 

Mes, O, my lord ! 

Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the general tongue : 
Name Cleopatra as she's call'd in Rome : 
Rail thou in Fulvia^s phrase ; and taunt my faults 
With such full licence, as hoth truth and malice 
Have power to utter. O, then we bring forth weeds, 
When our quick winds lie still ;^ and our ills told us, 
fs as our earing.^ Fare thee well a while. 

Mes, At your noble pleasure. [Exit 

Ant. From Sicyon how the news ? Speak there. 

1 Att, The man from Sicyon. — Is there such an one ? 

2 Att, He stays upon your will. 
Ant, Let him appear. — 

These strong Egyptian fetters I must breaks 

Enter another Messenger, 
Or lose myself in dotage. — ^What are you ? 

2 Mes. Fulvia th^ wife is dead. 

Ant. Where died she? 

2 Mes. In Sicyon : 
tHer length of sickness, with what else more serious 
^mportetii thee to know, this bears. [Gives a letter 

Ant. Forbear me. — [J^xit Messenger. 

There's a great spirit gone ! Thus did I desire it : 
What our contempts do oflen hurl from us, 
We wish it ours again ^ the present pleasure, 
iJy revolution lowering, does become 
The opposite of itself:' she's good, being gone ; 
The hand could pluck her back, that shor'd her on.^ 
-1 must from this enchanting queen break off; 
Ten thousand harms, more than the ills I know. 
My idleness doth hatch. — ^How now ! Enobarbus ! - 

Enter FjKOBarbvs. 

Eno. What's your pleasure, sir ? 

[61 The senie is, that man, not agitated bj censure, lilie soil not ventilated by 
qmdt vdndt. produces more eril than good JOHNS. The ridges lafk In land^ 
turned up by Uie plow, that they may sweeten during their fallow state, are stUi 
called miu<-rows, as are also the rows of new-mown grass laid in heaps to dry. 
Quiei; windt, I su{qK>8e to be the same as teeming fallotoSf always fruitful in weeds. 

STEEVENS. 

[7] Earing here and in other places signifies pltywing. So, in Oerufis zlv: ** Yet 
there are five years, in the whicn there shall neither be earinf nor hanresL" 

BLACKSTONE. 

[8] The pleasure of to<day, by revoluAion of evoits aud ehauge of circumstance*, 
often loses all its value to us, and becomes to-morrow a paio. STEEVENS. 

[9] The verb een/ii has • peculiar signification In this place ; it does not deaote 
power but meKmaiiBm. The leBse Is, *dw Imiid that Ctoie her off would now wilHng • 
Jf /Atttik her hmlk agaia^ HEATH. 
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JhU. I most with haste from hence. 

Eno, Why, then, we kill all our women : We see 
how mortal an unkindness is to them ; if they suffer our 
departare, death's the word. 

Ani. I must he gone. 

Eno. Under a compelling occasion, let women die : It 
were pity to cast them away for nothing ; though, he< 
tween them and a great cause, they should he esteemed 
nothing. Cleopatra, catching but the least noise of this, 
dies instantly ; I have seen her die twenty times upon 
far poorer moment :^ I do think, there is mettle in 
death, which commits some loving act upon her, she 
hath such a celerity in dying. 

Ant, She is cunning past man's thought. 

Eno, Alack, sir, no ; her passions are made of nothing 
but the finest part of pure love : We cannot call her winds 
and waters, sighs and tears ; they are greater storms and 
tempests than almanacks can report : this cannot be cun- 
ning in her , if it be, she makes a shower of rain as well 
as Jove. 

Ant. *Would I had never seen her ! 

Eno. O, sir, you had then left unseen a wonderlal 
piece of work \ which not to have been blessed withal, 
would have discredited your travel. 

Ant, Fulvia is dead. 

Eno, Sir? 

Ant, Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Fulvia? 

Ant, Dead. 

Eno, Why, sir, give the gods a thankful sacrifice. 
When it pleaseth their deities to take the wife of a man 
from him, it shows to man the tailors of the earth ;* com- 
forting therein, that when old robes are worn out, thcro 
are members to make new. If there were no more wo- 
men but Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut, and the casr 
to be lamented : this grief is crowned with consolation ; 
your old smock brings forth a new petticoat : — and, indeed. 
the tears live in an onion, that should water this sorrow. 

Afit. The business she hath broached in the state, 
Cannot endure my absence. 

[91 For leu rcaion s npon meaner motives. JOHNSON. 

Ill Tha me^ng tothls: ' As the ^(U have been pieascd to take away your wi£r 
VmnM, M ttcj liRTejirovkled you with a new one in Cleopatra ; in like manner as 
ibe ti^Dnof at earth, wben your old garments are worn out) accommodate you witn 
Bcw ooM.* ANON. 
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Eno. And the business you have broached here, cannot 
be without you ; especially that of Cleopatra^s, which 
wholly depends on your abode. 

ArU. No more light answers. Let our officers 
Hare notice what we purpose. I shall break 
The cause of our expedience to the queen,* 
And get her love to part.^ For not idone 
The death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches,* 
Do strongly speak to us ; but the letters too 
Of many our contriring friends in Rome 
Petition us at home 'J Sextus Pompeius 
Hath given the dare to Caesar, and commands 
The empire of the sea : our slippery people 
(Whose love is never link'd to the deserver, 
Till his deserts are past,) begin to throw 
Pompey the great, and all his dignities. 
Upon his son ; who, high in name and power, 
Higher than both in blood and life, stands up 
For the main soldier ; whose quaUty, going on. 
The sides o'the world may danger : Much is breeding, 
Which, like the courser's hair, hath yet but life, 
And not a serpent's poison.* Say, our pleasure, 
To such whose place is under usy requires 
Our quick remove from hence, 

Eno, I shall do't. [Exeunt, 

SCENE HI. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas. 

Cleo. Where is he ? 

Char. I did not see him since. 

C?eo. See where he is, who's with him, what he does ; 
— I did not send you ;* — If you find him sad. 
Say, I am dancing ; if in mirth, report 
That I am sudden sick : Qjuick, and return. 

[Exit Alex. 

r 

91 Expedknee^ for expedition. WARBURTON. 

'l' I suspect the anthor wrote, And set her leave to part MALONE. 

,8' Things that touch me nu>i« sensioly. more presfting motivef . JCNiNSOM. 

S' Wish us at home : cali for us to reside at home. JOHNSON. 

[4] Alludes to an old idle notion that the faidr of a hone dropC into corrupted wa- 
ter, will turn to an animal. POPE. Dr. Uster. in the Philosophical Tranfactiow 

.ihowed, that what were vidgaiiy called animated horse-hairs, are real insects. It 
was also affirmed that they moved lilte serpents, and wore poisonovsto swallow. 

TOLLET. 

[6] You must fo as if you came without my o**^ ^ kaowledge. J0HNS0>* . 



ACT t, ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 87 

Char. Madam, methinks, if you did love him dearly, 
Too do not hold the method to enforce 
The like from him. 

Ueo. What should I do, I do not ? 

Char. In each thing give him way, cross him in nothing. 

Cleo. Thou teachest like a fool : the way to lose him. 

Oiar. Tempt him not so too far : I wish, forbear ; 
In time we hate that which we often fear. 

Enter Anton v. 
But here comes Antony. 

Cleo. I am sick, and sullen. 

Ant. I am sorry to give breathing to my purpose, — 

Cleo» Help me away, dear Charmian, I shall fall ; 
It cannot be thus long, the sides of nature 
WiU not sustain it. 

Ant. Now, my dearest queen, — 

Cleo. Pray you, stand further from me. 

Ant. What's the matter ? 

Cleo. I know, by that same eye, there's some good news. 
What sajTs the married woman ? — ^You may go ; 
'Would, she had never given you leave to come ! 
Let her not say, 'tis 1 that keep you here, 
I have no power upon you ; hers you are. 

Ant. The gods best know, — 

Cleo. O, never was there queen 
So mightily betray'd ! Yet, at the first, 
I saw the treasons planted. 

Ant. Cleopatra, — 

Cleo. Why should I think, you can be mine, and true. 
Though you in swearing shake the throned gods, 
Who have been false to Fulvia ? Riotous madness, 
To be entangled with those mouth-made vows, 
Which break themselves in swearing ! 

Ant. Most sweet queen, — 

Cleo. Nay, pray you, seek no colour for your going, 
But bid farewell, and go : when you sued staying, 
Then was the time for words : No going then ; — 
Ktemity was in our lips, and eyes ; 
Bliss in our brows' bent ; none our parts so poor, 
But was a race of heaven :' They arc so still, 
Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world, 

Art tum'd the greatest liar. . 

■ ■ 

m L e. Iwd • finack or flaToar of heaven. WARD.— This word is well explained 
by Or. WarlrartOD $ the race of wine b the taste of the soil. JOUNBON. 
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Jiii^. How DOW, lady ! 

CUo. I would, I had thy inches ; thou shouldst kuow, 
There were a heart in Egypt. 

Ant, Hear me, queen : 
The strong necessity of time commands 
Our serrices a while ; but my full heart 
Remains in use with yon.* Our Italy 
Shines o'er with civil swords : Sextus Pompeius 
Makes his approaches to the port of Rome : 
Equality of two domestic powers 

Breeds scrupulous faction : The hated, grown to strength^ 
Are newly grown to love : the condemned Pompey, 
' .Rich in his Cither's honour, creeps apace 
tnto the hearts of such as have not thrivM 
Upon the present state, whose numbers threaten -, 
And quietness, grown sick of rest, would purge 
By any desperate change : My more particular. 
And that which most with you should safe my going. 
Is Fulvia's death. 

Cleo. Though age from folly could not give me freedom. 
It does from childishness : — Can Fulvia die ? 

£nt. Sh's dead, my queen : 
Look here, and, at thy sovereign leisure, read 
The garboils she awakM ;^ at the last, best : 
See, when, and where she died. 

Cleo, O most false love ! 
Where be the sacred vials thou shouldst fill 
With sorrowful water ?* Now I see, I see, 
Tn Fulvia's death, how mine received shall be. 

Ant Quarrel no more, but be prepared to know 
The purposes I bear ; which are, or cease. 
As yoii shall give the advice : Now, by the fire. 
That quickens Nilus' slime, I go from hence. 
Thy soldier, servant ; making peace, or war. 
As thou afiect'st. 

Cleo, Cut my lace, Charmian, come : — 
But let it be. — 1 am quickly ill, and well : 
ISo Antony loves. 

Ant, My precious queen, forbear ; 
And give true evidence to his love, which stands 
An honourable trial. 

[8] The poet aeenis to allude to the legal tiiitittctloB between the we and a^lnU 

pMtuion. JOHNSON. 

191 L e. The commotion Ae occasioned. STEEVKN8. 



1] AUudInf to the lachrymatoiy tUs, or bottlee of tem, whiUi tKe tonMins 
.M>metiiBf»jmt into thtura of • Mend. JOHNBON. 
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eo. So Fulyia told me. 

*ythee, turn aside, and weep fbr her ; 

bid adieu to me, and say, the tears 
Og to Egypt :* Good now, play one scene 
excellent dissembling ; and let it look 
:e perfect honcoir. 

lAnt, Yon'U heat my blood ; no more. 

Geo, You can do better yet ; but this is meetly. 

.W. Now, hy my sword, — 

Qeo. And target, — Still he mends ; 

It this is not the best : TiOok, pr'ythee, Channian^ 
ti ow this Herculean Roman' does become 

he carriage of his chafe. 

Jint. rU leave you, lady. 

Qeo. Courteous lord, one word. 

r, you and I must part, — ^but that's not it : 

r, you and F have lov'd, — ^but there's not it ; 
[hat you know well : Something it is I would,-— 
I, my oblivion is a very Antony, 
ud I am all forgotten.^ 
.[Ant. But that your royalty 
lolds idleness your subject, I should take you 
W idleness itself.' 

Geo. 'Tis sweating labour, 
1*0 bear such idleness so near the heart 
Is Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgive me ; 
NQce my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eje well to you : Your honour calls you hence ; 
rherefore be deaf to my unpitied folly, 
hnd all the gods go with you ! upon your sword 
$it laurell'd victory ! and smooth success 
Be strew'd before your feet ! 

Ant. Let us go. Come ; 
)ur separation so abides, and flies, 
Phat thou, residing here, go'st yet with me, 
Vnd I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee: 
Vway. [Exeunt. 



2] To me, die Qoeen of Egypt JOHNSON. 

3] AntoQjr traced his deeceat teom Anton, a too of Hercoles. BTEEVEMS. 

4] Cleopatra kas imiiething to say, which aeenu to be auppwcd bf aorrow ; 
nd after niurf attempCi to fSrodnee her meraiBf she eriei oat: * O, this oUh^ooa 
ternary of OBme la aa fcbe and treaclwroas to bm as Antony li, and I forget tifmy 
Hog? OUMm, I believe^ te bokUy used Hmt a memory apt to be d««e*<fn|^,--,_ 

[A] Bat that I kaoir yoo to be a queen, and that your royaiy boMa jd leasss in 
nmectloa to yoo, wnrntg you ftr abore its iainraoe, I siwida tuppoM yov to be 
it rtrj genha of IdlenoM itKl£ 8TEEVEN6. 
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SCENE IV ^\ 

Rome. An Apartment %n Cjesar's House. Enter OcTAVttiSf^ 

Cjesar, Lepidus, and Attendants. 

• 

Ozs. Yoo may see, Lepidus, and henceforth know, 
It is not Caesar's natund vice to hate 
One great competitor.^ From Alexandria 
This is the news ; He fishes, drinks, and wastes 
The lamps of night in revel ; is not more manhke 
Than Cleopatra ; nor the queen Ptolemy 
More womanly than he : hardly gave audience, or 
Vouchsaf 'd to think he had partners : you shall find there 
A man, who is the ahstract of all faults 
That all men follow. 

Lep. I must not think, there are 
Evils enough to darken all his goodness : 
His faults, in him, seem as the spots of heaven, 
More fiery hy night's blackness f hereditary, 
Rather than purchas'd ;^ what he cannot change, 
Than what he chooses. 

CoRs. You are too indulgent : Let us grant, it is not 
Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy ; 
To give a kingdom for a mirth ; to sit 
And keep the turn of tipphng with a slave ; 
To reel the streets at noon, and stand the bufiet 
With knaves that smell of sweat : say, this becomes him, 
(As his composure must be rare indeed, 
Whom these things cannot blemish,) yet must Antony 
No way excuse his soils, when we do bear 
So great weight in his lightness.' If he fill'd 
His vacancy with his voluptuousness. 
Full surfeits, and the dryness of his bones, 

[61 PerbafM— 0»r gnat competHor. JOHNSON. 

I?] If by spots are mMuit stars, m nig^ht has no other fiery qmts, the conqarifon is 
foreed and haursh. stars haying be^n always supposed to beautify the night} nor do 
I comprehend what tha« is in the' counterpart of this simile, which aaawers to 
nigbfs blackness. Hanmer reads, 

spots on ermine, 

Or fires by nighfk hladiness. JOHNSON. 

II te oldected, that stars rattier beantify than deform the nieht But die poet con- 
sMen ttem here onW with respect to their fronmunot and splenStor, It li sufielent 
fbr Um that their scintillations appear stronger in consequence of darkness, •> Jew- 
els are more resplendent on a blaca grounrl than on any other. UALONE. 

[81 FMreAas*d— Procured by bis own fauli or endeavour. JOHNSON. 

tSj The word lUtkt Is one of Shakcspeare^s fkvourite pl»-thinn. The 
•JOs trifllDg lei^ orows &o much burden upon us. JOHNSON. 
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GaD on bim for't :* but, to confound such time, 
lat drams him from his sport, and speaks as loud 
his own state, and ours, — 'tis to be chid 
we rate boys ; who, being mature in knowledge,* 
sm dieir experience to their present pleasure, 

I And ao rebel to judgment. 

(Enter a Messenger. 
Ln). Here's more news. 
Aus. Thy biddings have been done ; and every hour, 
' Most noble Caesar, shalt thou have report 
f Row 'tis abroad. Pompey is strong at sea i 
And it appears, he is belov'd of those 
f That only have fear'd Cssar :* to the ports 
? The discontents repair,* and men's reports 
Give him much wrong'd. 

Cces. I should have known no less : — 
It hath been taught us from the primal state. 
That he, which is, was wbh'd, until he were ; 
And the ebb'd man, ne?er lov'd, till ne'er worth love. 
Comes dear'd, by being lack'd. This common body, 
Like a vagabond flag upon the stream. 
Goes to, and back, lackeying the varying^tide, 
To rot itself with motion. . 

Mes. Cssar, I bring thee word, 
Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates. 
Make the sea serve them ; which they ear and wound 
With keels of every kind :* Many hot inroads 
They make in Italy ; the borders maritime 
Lack blood to think on't,^ and flush youth revolt :^ 
No vessel can peep forth, but 'tis as soon 
Taken as seen ; for Pompey's name strikes more. 
Than could his war resisted. 

Cces, Antony, 
Leave thy lascivious wassals.' When thou once 

Wast beaten from Modena, where thou slew'st 

- ■ ■ ' I ■ 1 1— — — 1^ 

[1] CM M kim, b. vUU kirn. Sayi Cnsar— If Antony' followed hii debaucheries 
at • tiJBM of kiraref 1 shoold leaTe him to be punished hy their mtaraf oonsequcncefj 
by amfriti and dry 6oiim. JOHNSON. 

. [2] Baj§ old enoogfa to know their duty. JOHNSON. 

IS] TkoM whom not love hat fear made adherents to Caesar, now show their affi^^ 
tkm 1for I^mipey. JOHNSON. [4] i.e. the malcontents. MALONE. 

[51 To Mr, is to plough, JOHNSON. 

tf Tim pate at the thought of it. JOHNSON. ' 

'i Tooth ripened to manhood J youth whose blood is at the flow. STEEVEN8. 

'8^ ITasMi b here put for intemperance in jraneraL See Macbeth, p. 387 Tbeold 
ooprtlmnfWytmiB vaiuaUm, STEEVENB. 

Vmuds i», wiOuHU quwllon, the tnw reading. aSHLE Y. 
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Hirtius and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel * ^ 

Did famine follow ; whom thou fought'st against. 

Though daintily brought up, with patience more 

Than savages cotild suffer : Thou didst drink 

The stale of horses, and the gilded puddle* 

Which beasts would cough at : Thy palate then did deign 

The roughest berry on the rudest hedge ; 

Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture sheets. 

The barks of trees thou browsed'st ; on the Alps, . 

It is reported, thou didst eat strange flesh. 

Which some did die to look on : And all this 

(It wounds thine honour, that 1 speak it now,) 

Was borne so like a soldier, that thy cheek 

So much as lank'd not. 

Lep» It is pity of him. 

C<ES. Let his shaijues quickly 
Drive hime to Rome : ' lis time we twain 
Did show ourselves i'the field ; and, to that end, 
Assemble we immediate council : Pompey , 
Thrives in our idleness. 

Lep. To-morrow, Caesar, 
I shall be furnidh'jd to inform you rightly 
Both what by sea and land I can be able, 
To 'front this present time. 

C(BS. Till which encounter. 
It is my business too. Farewell. 

Lep. Farewell, my lord : What you shall know mean 
time 
Of stirs abroad, I shall beseech you, sir, 
To let me be partaker. 

Cobs, Doubt not, sir ; 
1 knew it for my bond.* [Exeunt, 

SCENE V. 

JUeasandria. A Room in the Palace. Enter Cleopatju, 
. Charmian, Iras, and Mardian 

Cleo, Charmian, — 
Char. Madam.*-^ 

Qeo. Ha, ha!— 

—^—^— - -■ ^ ^ ^^^^^ 

[S] There is frequently otnerrable on the snrflice of stagnuit pools tkat teve n^ 
aaiiMd toar wMMnrbed, a reddish fOld coloured slime; to this appemiiBe flie 
.jpoet here r^ers. HENLEY. • 

« ^ ra Thatis,tobeid>jrliov]id«ndat7. UASON. 

n ■ 
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Oire nse to drink maDdragonu* 
Char. Whj, madam ? 

Geo, That I might sleep out this great gap of lime, 
My Antony is away. 

Omt. You think of him 
Too much. 
CU^ Oy treaj9on! 
I Char. Madam, I trust, not so. 
I CUo. Thou, eunuch, Mardian! 
f Mar. What's your highness' pleasure ? 
^ CZeo. Not now to hear thee sing ; I take no pleasure 
[ In aught an eunuch has : 'Tb well for thee, 
I That, being unseminar'd, thy freer thoughts 
I May not fly forth of Egypt. Hast thou affections ? 
I Mar. Yes, gracious madam. 
Geo. Indeed? 

Mar. Not indeed, madam ; for I can do nothing 
But what indeed is honest to be done : 
' Yet have I fierce affections, and think, 
I What Venus did with Mars. 
Geo. O Charmian, 
Where think'st thou he is now ? Stands he, or sits he ? 
\ Or does he walk ? or is he on his horse ? 
O happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony ! 
Do bravely, horse ! for wot'st thou whom thou mov'st ? 
The demi- Atlas of this earth, the arm 
And burgonet of men.' — He's speaking now, 
Or murmuring, Where's my serpent of old Nile ? 
For so he calk me ; Now I ieed myself 
With most delicious poison : — Think on me, 
That am with Phoebus' amorous pinches black, 
And wrinkled deep in time ? Broad-fronted Caesar,* 
When thou wast here above the ground, I was 
A morsel for a monarch : and great Pompey 
Would stand, and make his eyes grow in my brow ; 
There would he anchor his aspect, and die 
With looking on his life. 

Enter Alex as. 
Alex. Sovereign of Egypt, hail ! 



[91 Jtfmdrofora— a plant of which the infasion was supposed te procure sleepL 
Shuccspeve mentions tt in Othello : 

** Not poppy, nor TMOkdragwa, 
Nor aU tne drowqr symps of the worid, 

Shan ever med'dne thee to that sweet sleep—" JOHNSON. 

[1] A hwrgwH-^it a kind of helmet 8TEEVE VS. 

In allaatoa to Caesar's baldness. BENLET. 
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Cleo, How much unlike art thou Mark Antony ! 
Yet, coming from him, that great medicine hath . 
With his tinct gilded thee.* — 
How goes it with my hrave Mark Antony ? 

Alex, Last thing he did, dear queen, 
He kiss'd, — ^the last of many doubled kisses, — 
This orient pearl ;— Jtlis speech sticks in my heart 

Cleo. Mine ear must pluck it thence. 
f Alex. Good friend, quoth he, 
Say, the firm Roman to great Egypt sends 
This treasure of an oyster ; ai wJwse foot 
To m^nd the petty present^ I will piece 
Her opulent throne with kingdoms : All the East^ 
Say thou, shall caU her mistress. So he nodded, 
And soberly did mount a termagant steed. 
Who neigh'd so high, that what I would hare spoke 
Was beastly dumb'd by him. 

Cleo. What, was he sad, or merry ? 

Alex. Like to the time o'the year between the extremes 
Of hot and cold ; he was nor sad, nor merry. 

Cleo. O well-divided disposition ! — Note him. 
Note him, good Charmian, 'tis the man ; but note him - 
He was not sad ; for he would shine on those 
That make their looks by his : he was not merry ; 
Which seemM to tell them, his remembrance lay 
Tn Egjrpt with his joy : but between both : 
O heavenly mingle ! — Be'st thou sad, or merry, 
The violence of either thee becomes ; ^ 

So does it no man else. — ^Met'st thou my posts ? 

Alex. Ay, madam, twenty several messengers :. 
Why do you send so thick ? 

Cleo. Who's bom that day 
When I forget to send to Antony, 
Shall die a beggar. — Ink and paper, Charmian.—- 
Welcome, my good Alexas. — Did I, Charmian, 
Ever love Cassar so ? 

Oiar. O that brave Caesar \ 

Cleo. Be chok'd with such another emphasis 1 
Say, the brave Antony. 

Char. The valiant Caesar ! 
. C2eo. By Isis, I will give thee bloody teeth, 
\i thou with Caesar paragon again 

[31 Alluding to the philosophef^s stone, which, by its touch, conirerto biM metRl 
Into gold. The alchemists call the matter, whatever it be, by which they perfonn 
traasmatattoa, a medtftne. JOHNSON. 
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If y man of men. 

Char, By your most gracious pardon, 
I sing but after you. 

CUo. My Ballad days ; 
When I was green in judgment : — Cold in blood, 
To say, as I said then ! — But, come, away : 
Get me ink and paper : he shall have every day 
A several greeting, or I'll unpeople Egypt.^ [ExeunU 



ACT II. 

f 

SCENE I.*— jyismna. A Room in Pomfey's House, Enter 
PovFBY, Menecrates, and Menas. 

Pom. If the great gods be just, they shall assist 
The deeds of justest men. 

Afene. Know, worthy Pompey, 
That what they do delay, they not deny. 

Pom. Whiles we are suitors to their throne, decays; 
The thing we sue for.* 

Mene, We, ignorant of ourselves, 
Beg often our own harms, which the wise powers 
Deny u^ for our good : so find we profit, 
By losing of our prayers. 

Pom. I shall do well : 
The people love me, and the sea is mine ; 
My power's a crescent, and my auguring hope 
Says, it will come to the full.* Mark Antony . 
In Egypt sits at dinner, and will make 
No wars without doors : Caesar gets money, where 
He loses hearts : Lepidus flatters both, 
Of both is flatter'd ; but he neither loves, 
Nor either cares for him. 

Men. Caesar and Lepidus are in the field ; 
A mighty strength they carry. 

Pom. Where have you this ? 'tis false. 

Jlftfft. From Silvius, sir. 

Pom. He dreams ; I know, they are in Rome together, 

£31 By lendine out messengers. JOHNSON. 

[41 Tm meumif is, While we are pniyinff, the tliiDg for which we nrej is Ioudc' 
it9 vakM; JOHNSON. 

[B\ The poet^s allusion is to the mooo) and pompey would say, he te yet but a 
fean BMxm, or crescent -, but his hopes tell him, that creeoent willeome to a full orb. 

THEOBAIiD. 
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LookiDg for Antony : But all charms of lore 

Salt Cleopatra, soften thy wan'd lip !' 

Let witchcraft join with beauty, lust with both .' 

Tie up -the libertine in a field of feasts, 

Keep his brain fuming ; Epicurean cooks, 

Sharpen with cloyless sauce his appetite ; 

That sleep and feeding may prorogue his honour, 

Even till a Lethe'd duiness. — ^How now, Varrius ? 

Enter Varrius. 

Far. This is most certain that 1 shall deliver : 
Hark Antony is every hour in Rome 
Expected ; since he went from Egypt, 'tis 
A space for further travel. 

Pom. I coiilcl have given less matter 
A better ear. — rMenas, I did not think. 
This amorous surfeiter would have don'd his helm 
For such a petty war : his soldiership 
Is twice- the other twain : But let us rear 
The higher our opinion, that our stirring 
Can from the lap of Egypt's widow^ pluck 
The ne'er lu^t wearied Antony. 

Men, I cannot hope, 
Caesar and Antony shall well greet together : 
His wife, that's dead, did trespasses to Caesar ; 
His brother warr'd upon him ; although, I think, 
Not mov'd by Antony. 

Pom. I know not, Menas, 
How lesser enmities may give way to greater. 
Were't not that we stand up against them all, 
^Twere pregnant they should square between them- 
selves ;® 
For they have entertained cause enough 
To draw their swords : but how the fear of us 
May cement their divisions, and bind up 
The petty difiference, we yet not know. 

[6] In the old edition it is,-*^ thy wand Up!' Perhaps, for fond Up, oi* warm Hp, 
says Dr. Johnscm. Yet this expression of Poroper^s, perhaps, implies a wish only, 
that every diarm of love may confer additional soAn^ on the Up of Cleopatra: i. e. 
that her beanty may improve to the ruin of her lover: or, as Mr. Ritsoo expresses the 
•aae idea, that <*her /tp, which was become j»a/e and dry with ugtj may recover the 
esfoiir and nffhteu of her saUad ds^ys.^' The e^thet vmn might Iiave been added, on- 
iT to show the spealKr^s private xxmtempt of it It may be remarlied that the Ups of 
Africans and Asiatics are paler than those of Em^jpean nations. fiTEEVEIl¥. 

[7] JoUm OsBsar had married her to yonng Ptotemy,who was afterwards drowned 

6TEEVEN8. 
f8] JifiMrs— tfaatis, quarrel 8TESVEN8. 
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■e it as oar gods will have it ! It only stands 
lor liyes upon, to use our strongest hands. 
Come, Menas. [ExtunV 

SCENE II. 

Rime, A room in the House of Lepidus. Enter E)vobarbvs 

and Lepidus. 
Lep, Good Enobarbus, 'tis a worthy deed, 
And shall become you well, to entreat your captain 
To soft and gentle speech. 
Emo, I shall entreat him 
To answer like himself : If Caesar move him, 
Let Antony look over Caesar's head. 
And speak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter, 
W^ere I the wearer of Autonius' beard, 
\ would not shave to-day. 

Lep, 'Tis not a time 
For private stomaching. 

Eno, Every time 
Serves for tBe matter that is then bom in it. 
Lep, But small to greater matters must give way. 
Eno, Not if the small come first. 
'Lep, Your speech is passion : 
But, pray you, stir no embers up. Here comes 
The noble Antony. 

EtfUer Antony and Ventidius. 
Eno, And yonder, Caesar. ^.\-«^. 

Enter Cjesar, Mec^nas,* and Agrippa. 

Ant, If we compose well here, to Parthia : — 
Hark you, Ventidius. 

Ccw. 1 do not know, 
Mecaenas ; ask Agrippa. 

Lep* Noble friends, 
That which combin'd us was most great, and let not ^* 
A leaner action rend us. What's amiss, 
May it be gently heard : When we debate 

[1] This ]daj te not divided into acts by tbe author or first editors, and tberrii9re 
Oe pnaea^divmm mnr be altered at pleasure. I think the first act may be'commo- 
dloc^y coDlimwdto tliis place, and the second act opened with the interview of the 
chief penoM» and a chance of the state of action. Yet it must be confessed, that it 
is of iOMU Inmartance, wEtre these mtconnceted and desultory sceocs are fasterrupt* 
ed. JOHNSON. 

7 Vol. VIII. E 
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Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murder in healing wounds : Then, noble partners, 
rrhe rather, for I earnestly beseech,) i 

Touch you the sourest points with sweetest terms, r 

Nor curstness grow to the matter. 

Ant. 'Tis spoken well : 
Were we before our armies, and to fight, 
1 should do thus. 

Ccw. Welcome to Rome. 

Ant, Thank you. 

Coes, Sit. 

Ant. Sit, sir ! 

C<B8. Nay, 
Then ' 

Ant, I learn, you take things ill, which are nofr so ; 
Or, being, concern you not. 

Cces, 1 must be laughed at. 
If, or for nothing, or a little, I 
Should say myself offended ; and with you 
Chiefly i'the world : more laugh'd at, ttiat I should 
Once name you derogately, when to sound your name 
It not concem'd jne. 

Ant, My being in Egypt, Caesar, 
What was't to you ? 

Coes, No more than my residing here at Rome 
Might be to you in Egypt : Yet, if you there 
Did practise on my state, your being in Egypt 
Might be my question. 
< . Ant, How intend you, practis'd ? 

Coes. You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent, 
By what did here befal me. Your wife, and brother^ 
Made wars upon me ; and their contestation 
Was theme for you, you were the word of war.* 

Ant. You do mistake your business ; my bsother tfever 
9M urge me in his act :' I did inquire it ; 
And have my learning from some true reports,^ 

[3] Antony iqroeara to be Jealons of a circamstance which seemed to io^csate a 
eonscioutnew of superiority in his too saecestful partner in power; and accontingly 
resents the invitation of Oa»ar to be seated : Caesar answers, Nay then ; i. e. If you 
are so ready to resent what I meant as an act of civiliQr, tliere can be no reaeon to 
suppose you bare temper enoa?h for the business on which at preseirt we are m«t. 

8TEEVENS. 

{4] Was theme for ypur*-! beUeve means onfy, < was {uroposed as an exami^ for 
yon to follow on a yet more eztensire plan ;* as themes are gtreo for a writer to 
dilate upon. BTEEVEKS. 

[51 i. e. Never did make wiof n^ name at a pre^Hice for the wiF. WARB. 

[6] Repvrtt^ for reporters. STEEVENS. 
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Pliat drew their swords with yon. Did he not rather, 

>iscredit my authority with yours ; 

Lnd make the wars ahke against my stomach, 

•Saving alil^e your cause V Of this, my letters 

before did satisfy you. If you'll patch a quarrel, 

^ matter whole you have not to make it with, 

i^ must not be with this. 

L Cces, You praise yourself 

Sy laying defects of judgment to me ; but 

iTou patch'd up your excuses. 

Ant, Not so, not so ; 
K. know you could not lack, I am certain on't, 
V'ery necessity of this thought, that I, 
If our partner in the cause 'gainst which he fought, 
Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars 
Which 'fronted mine own peace.® As for my wi/e, 
t would you had her spirit in such another :^ 
The third o'the world is yours ; which with a snaffle 
You may pace easy, but not such a wife. 

Eno. 'Would we had all such wives, that the men 
filight go to wars with the women ! 

Ant. So much'uncurable, her garboils, Cassar, 
Hade out of her impatience, (which not wanted 
Shrewdness of policy too,) I grieving grant. 
Did you too much disquiet : for that, you must 
Sut say, 1 could not help it. 

Get. I wrote to you. 
When rioting in Alexandria ; you 
Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts 
Did gibe my missive out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, 
He fell upon me, ere admitted ; then 
Three kings I had newly feasted, and did want 
Of what I was i'the morning : but, next day, 
I told him of myself ;* which was as much 
As to have ask'd him pardon : Let this fellow 

ni TiMtis,/haTii^«Uke70ur eaiue. MALONE. 

[81 Wroniti, i. e. opposed. JOHNSON. 

[dj I with yoa baa the spirit of Folvia, embodied io sacfa another wonum as ber *, 
I wtth joa were married to such anotlier spirited woman ; and then jroii would find, 
tha^ tho? 3roo can govern a third part of the world, the manafement of such a wo- 
man Is not an easy matter. MAL. SmcA, I lMAieTe,.shoa]d be omitted, as beth tfw 
Terse and meaainf are complete without it: 

•I would yoa bad her spirit Id another.' 8TEEVENB. 

m Lc. Told bim the condition I was in, when he bad his last audience. 

' * WARBDRTON. 
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Be nothing of our strife ; if we contend. 
Out of our question wipe him. 

CcBs. You have broken 
The article of your oath ; which you shall never 
[feve tongue to charge me with. 

Lep. Soft, CaBsar. 

Ant, No, Lepidus, let him speak ; 
The honour's sacred which he talks on now, 
Supposing that 1 lackM it : But on, CaBsar ; 
The article of my oath, 

■CcBs. To lend me arms, and aid, when I requir'd the 
The which you both denied. 

Ant. Neglected, rather ; 
And then, when poison'd hours had bound me «p 
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I mayy 
1*11 play the penitent to you : but mine honesty 
Shall not make poor my greatness, nor my power 
Work without it :* Truth is, that Fulvia, 
To have me out of Egypt, made wars here ; 
For which myself, the ignorant motive, do 
So far ask pardon, as befits mine honour 
To stoop in 8|Uch a case. 

Lep, 'Tis nobly spoken. 

Mec, U it might please you, to enforce no further 
The griefs between you ; to forget them quite, 
Were to remember that the present need 
Speaks to atone you.* 

Lep, Worthily spoken, Mecaenas. 

Eno. Or, if you borrow one another's love for the 
slant, you may, when you hear no more words of P< 
pey, return it again : you shall have time to wrangle 
whtiti you have nothing else to do. 

Ant Thou art a soldier only ; speak no more. 

Eno That truth should be silent, I had almost forge 

Ant, Tou wrong this presence, therefore speak no mc 

Eno, Go to then ; your considerate stone.* 

Cces, I do not much dislike the matter, but 
The manner of his speech :* for it cannot be, 
We shall remain in friendship, our conditions 



Nor my greatness work without mine honesty. MALONE. 

Atonty reconcile. . 6TEEVENS. Grief*, grfevBiiees. BIALONE. 

If I must be-dddden, lienceforward I will be mute as a marble statue, w 
seems to think, though it can say nothine. **■ As silent is a stone," howerer, n 
have been once a common phrase. 8TCEVENS. 

[4] I do not, says Cesar, think the man wrong, but too free of his interposii 
for it cannot be, we sliaU remain in friendship : yet if it were possible, I would 
tWjiYonrit. JOHNSON. 
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differing in their acts. Yet, if I knew 
k^^Iiat hoop should hold us staunch, from edge to edge 
f O'the world 1 would pursue it. 

•^r. Give me leave, Caesar, — 

Coes, Speak, Agrippa. 

.^gr. Thou hast a sister hy the mother's side, 
Adniar'd Octavia : great Mark Antony 
i Is now a widower. 
mL Oss, Say not so, Agrippa ; 
^If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof 
Were well deserv'd of rashness.' 

Ant, I am ifot' married, Cssar : let me hear 
Agrippa further speak. 

Agr, To hold you in perpetual amity, 
To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an unslipping knot, take Antony 
Octavia to his wife : whose beauty claims 
No worse a husband than the best of men ;• 
Whose virtue, ,and whose general graces, speak 
That which none else can utter. By this marriage. 
All little jealousies, which now seem great. 
And all great fears, which now import their dangers. 
Would then be nothing : truths would be but tales, 
Where, now half tales be truths :. her love to both, 
Would, each to other, and all loves to .both, 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke ; 
For 'tis a-studied, not a present thought, 
By duty ruminated. 

Ant. Will Caesar speak ? 

CoB^. Not tiU he hears how Antony is touch'd 
With what is spoke already. 

Ant. What power is in Agrippa, 
If I would say, Agrippa^ he U sOy 
To make this good ? 

Com, The power of Caesar, and 
His power onto Octavia. 

Ant. May I never 
To this good purpose, that so fairly shows, 
Dream of impediment ! — ^Let me have thy hand : 
Further this act of grace ; and, from this hour, 
* Tiie heart of brothers govern in pur loves; 
And sway our great designs! - 

ifil^e. yon m^igbt be reproved fbr your caBbnei^ and would well d^HKrre it- • 
]rourrcqproof,ineaD8,tbere[irooCj:oawotild undergo. ; MA8fON. 
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• 

Cau* There is mj hand. 
A sister I bequeath you, whom no brother 
Did ever lore so dearly : Let her live v.r 

To join our kingdoms, and our hearts ; and never 
Fly off our loves again ! 

Lep. Happily, amen ! 

Ant. I did not think to draw my sword 'gainst Pompey .; 
For he hath laid strange courtesies, and great. 
Of late upon me : I must thank him only. 
Lest my remembrance suffer ill report f 
At heel of that, defy him. 

Lep. Time calls upon us : 
Of us must Pompey presently be sought. 
Or else he seeks out us. 

Ant. And where lies he ? . 

Cas. About the mount Misenum. 

Ant. What's his strength 
By land? 

Cces. Great, and increasing : but by sea 
fie is an absolute master. 

Ant. So is the fame. 
'Would, we had spoke together ! Haste we for.it: 
Yet, ere we put ourselves in arms, despatch we 
The business we have talked of. 

Cces, With most gladness ; 
.\nd do invite you to my sister's view. 
Whither straight I will lead you. 

Ant, Let us, Lepidus, 
Not lack your company. ■, 

Lep. Noble Antony, 
Not sickness should detain me. 

[Flourish. Exeunt Cjjesar, Ajtt. and Lef. 

Mec, Welcome from Egypt, sir. . 

Eno. Half the heart of Cassar, worthy Mecaenas ! — my 
honourable friend, Agrippa ! — 

Agr. Good Enobarbus ! 

Mec. We have cause to be glad, that matters are B9 
well digested. You staid well by it in Egypt. 

Eno. Ay, sir ; we did sleep day out oi countenance, 
and made the night light with drinlang. 

Mec. Eight wild boars roasted whole at breakfast, and 
but twelve persons there ; Is this true ? 

m Left I be tboiuriit too wUlin; to foivet benefiti, X most tarebr tecurn him 
tbnks,aiidthesIiiIUdeQrh!iii. JOHNSONI 
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Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle : we had much 
more monstrous matter of feast, which worthily deserved 
noting. " 

Mee. She's a most triumphant lady, if report be square 
to her. 

Etui. When she first met Mark Antony, she pursed up 
his heart, upon the rirer of Cydnus. 

.9gr. There she appeared indeed ; or my reporter de- 
vised well for her. 

Eno. I will tell you : 
The bai;^ she sat in, Uke a burnish'd throne,* 
Btim'd on the water : the poop was beaten gold ; 
Purple the sails, and so perfumed, that 
The winds were love-sick with them : ' the oars were 

Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made 
The water, which they beat, to follow faster. 
As amorous of their strokes. For her own personj 
It be^ar'd all description : she did lie 
In her pavilion, (clotii of gold, of tissue) 
O'er-picturing that Venus, where we see. 
The fancy out- work nature :" on each side her. 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 
With divers- colour 'd fans, whose wiad did seem 
To glow the deUcate cheeks which they did cool. 
And what they undid, did. 

[1] !■■. UnpoRtmiraluwUliliH', or adB Willi hwineTiM. STEEVENS: 

R] Tbg twdB Bmf aot be diiflciaed wHh iha pnmi oppanDDltr of cotuuliit 
om ■ntboA dctcdpOni irtib Ui^ or Dijdni I 

*nergalHT<lown Ihe lilver Cjdniu row'd, 
The imekliog, lUt, uu. jBKinuTii wiH-y Willi enW. 

Bcr n^pbi, Uki- Nereidi, rmind bw couth xcn pkc'd, 
Wbere lie, uiolbsr jm-boni Venus, taj.— 
-Bbe bf, ukd leant her cfaeek upun her bqnd. 
And ijul ■ talk' i» kngiiiiliinpy awcel, 
■•gtaBliigrfiB tooH take •em : Doj", like Ouri^ ■ 

That pUtV Kbniil her bn ; Bui if s1>e imil'd, 

A duflBE effl •eemM la htaie Bbroad ; 

Tlut imig's desiring ero tmre aint wrM-inl, 

Bsl hang upon UieotafM; TOMnfluIu 

The idlTwosrt kepi rime i Mid whiie ihf j fJiy'd, 

Tlia brtripg nve aew pl«nire lo the stgb^ 

Ami bdlb In lEnugbL ■TiruheBVEii, nrioineUMt Dve; 

SiDwl papting oD the jhore, ond wMied hreelli 

[q HculDffUxTeBiHoCPrMoseDeamikiiied lij rUnTi I. U. WARBtiatOK. 
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Agr. O, rare for Antony ! 

&M, Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 
So many mermaids, tended her i'the eyes,^ 
And nmde their bends adomings :* at the helm 
A seeming Mermaid steers ; the silken tackle 
Swell with the touches of those flower-sofl hands. 



[11 Perhaps, tend€d her by th* mm, discovered her will bj tlie eyei. 

J(MJXBOV. 

The whole pusaee u taken from the foUowing in sir Thoa. North't tranalatioa of 
nutarch. ' She disdained to set forward otherwise, but to take her barg« in (he 
riser of Cydnns, the poope whereof was of eoide, the sailes of purple, and the ow«a 
of siluer, wiuche lupt stroke in rowing after the sounde of die musicke ni fUtm,. 
itowtwyes, dtlums, violls, and such other instruments as they played vpon in ^ 
barge. And now for the person of her selfc: she was layed vnder apauUlion4f 
clotn of gold of tissue, apparelled and attired like the Goddesse Venus, common^ 
drawn in lecture : and hard by hen on either hand of her, prelie faire bogrea apMr 
relied as ^dnters do set forth God Cupide, with little fannes m their hands, with Sbe 
which they fanned wind vpon her. Her ladies and gentlewomen alpo, tne fiUrcft 
of them was apparelled like the nymphes Nereides (which are the mennaidei of the 
watm) and like the Graces, some stearing the helme, others tending the tackle and 
t barge, out of the which there came a wonderful! passing swttet Muor 



ropes of the barge, out of the which there came a wonderful! passini 
of perfumes, that perfumed the wharfes side, pestered with innumerable naultitadiC 
of people. Some of them followed the barge all alongst the riuer^ side : othan abo 
ranne out of the citie to see her coming in. 80 that m thend, there Kanne sodi mnir 
'itudes of people one after another to see her, that Antonius was left post alone la 
'he market place, in his imperiall seate to geve audience :" &c 6T£EVEKS. 

[2] This passage, as it stands, appears to me wholly unintelligible } but it may be 
amended by a very slight deviation from the test, by reading, the gKwe, instead of 
•he eyeSf and then it will ran thus : 

Her gentktocmenf like the Nereidei^ 

So many tnemwidsj tended her i* the guise, 

Arid made their hande^ adrningt. 

In the guiUf means in the forms of mermaids, who were supposed to have the Imd 
and body of a beautiful woman, concluding in a fish's tiJl t and h7 the bends 



*hejj made ademinrs, Enobarbus means the flexure of the fictitious fishes' tails, la 
which the limbs of the women were necessarily invotved. In order lo cany oa the 
deception, and vrbich it seems they adajpted with so much art as to malBe Asm aa 
nmament, instead of a d^ormity. This conjecture is 8uiq;Knrted by the voy next 
sentence, where Enobarbus, proceeding in his discription, says : 

« at the helm, 

A seeming mermaid steors.** Bf. MASON 

In maiqr of the remarks of Bfr. M. Mason I perfectly concur, though they are 
Mbversive of opinions I had formerly hazarded. On the present occauon, I have 
the misfortune wholly to disagree with him. 

Hb deviation from the text cannot be received ; for who ever einnl<^ed tiie phrase 
he recommends, vidthout fddi]^ somewliat immediately after it, that would deter- 

ty sar— m tlw guise ^ a shepkent, 
' Oleopatra's women attended her 
. . . . - ^^"^ (hat gtflae was, is phiase^ 

ology unauthorixed by the practice of any writer I have met vidth. In Cvmbdmcs 
Fomiumus says *. 

(* To shame tAe guiM afikt worid, I will be^n 
The fitfhion, less withoiit, and more witliiii^ 

If the word the commentator would iatroduee luui been genuine, and had referred 
to die antecedent. JXertAiee^ Shakespeare would most xkSmAj have 8aid-~i" tend- 
ed her in that giuse:"-^ least would have empliqredsoroe escpressioa to connect 
Us supplement with the forqpoing dense of his description. But-^ in the gaiss* 
•aeias unreducible to sense, and n\)ustiiiabte on eveiy prindple of grammar. Be- 



I 



XCT. If. ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. tO& 

That yarely frame the office.' From the barge 
A strange invisible perfume hits the sense 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast 
Her people out upon her ; and Antony, 
Enthron'd in the market-place, did sit alone, 
Whistling to the air ; which, but for vacancy, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And made a gap in nature.'* 
^gr. Rare Egyptian ! 



ridH. vfaea oar poet had once absolately declared these women were like Nenidef 
er IfluBrmaids, would it Iiave been neceasaiy for him to safcu<^ tliat tliey appearad 
hi the Ibrm, or with the accootrementB of soch bdngs i for how else could thej hiiva 
been distiiieuished ? 

Te^ whatever gnqs the tails of legitimate mermaids might boast of in tiiehr oa 
tire clement, tliey mast have produMd but auliward effects wiien talum out of it, 
and exhibited on tlie decit of a galley. Nor can I conceive that our fidr represmlft- 
xinm of these nymphs of the sea were much more adroit and pictwvsque in thdr 
motions} for when their 1^ were cramped within the fictitious tails the commen- 
tatmr has made for Uiem, ido not discover liow they could have undulated their 
liinder parts in a lucky imitation of semi-fidics. Like poor Elkanah Settle, ia his 
drupon <rf green leather, they could only wag the remigium eauda without ease^- 
varfetj, or even a chance of labouring into a grac^nl euros. I will undertake, in 
short, the expense of providing characteristic tails for any set of mimic Nereides, 
if my opponent will engage to teach them the exercise of these adsdtitious ter- 
minationii, so ** as to render them a grace instead of a ddbrmity." In sndi as at- 
lencmt a party of British chanibcrmalds would prove as docile as an equtl nmnb^ 
of Eigyptian maids o'* bouuur. 

It may be addca <uso, that the Sirens and descendants of Nerens, are nnderstood 
to have been complete and beautiful women, whose breed vras uncrossed by the 
salmon or uolphiu tribes ; and as such they are uniformly described fay Greek and 
Roman poets. Antony, in a future scene, (though perhaps with reference to tliis ad- 
venture on tbo Cydnu^O ^^^ styled Cleojpatra bis Tketigy a goddess whose train nf 
Nereids is circumstautially depicted by Homer, though without a hint tlut the ver- 
tebrsB of their backs were lengtnened into tails. Extravagance of shape is onty met 
with in the lowest orders of oceanick and terrestiial deities. Tritons are fiirnished 
with fins and tails, and Satyrs have horns and hoofs. But a Nereid's tail is ma un- 
classical image adopted frum modern sign-posts, and liappily exposed to ridicule by 
Hogarth, in his print of Strolling Actrtssei dnating in a 6am. What Horace too 
lias reprobated as a disgusting combination, can never hope to be received as a pat- 
tern of the graceful : 



-ut turpiter atrum 



Desinat in piscem mulier formosa superne.** 

I allow that the figure at the helm of the vessel wa» likewise a Mermaid or Ne^ 
reid *, but all mention of a tail is wanting there, as In every other panage throughout 
the dramas of our author, in whidb a Mermaid is introduced. 

The plain sense of the contested passage seems to be — tliat these Ladies rendered 
that homage which their assumed characters obliged them to pay to their Queen, 
a circumstance ornamental to themselves. Each inclined her person so grace 
fully, that the very act of humiliation was an improvement of her own beauty. 

STEEVENS. 

[S] rarely f that is, readily and dexterously perform the task they undertake. 

STEEVENS. 

[4] Alluding to an axiom in the Peripatetic philosophy then in vogue that Nature 
abhors a vacuum. WARBURTON. 

Vol. VIII E ? 
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Eno, Upon her landing, Antony sent to her, 
loTited her to supper : she repUed, 
It should be better, he became her guest ; 
Which she entreated : Our courteous Antonj, 
Whom ne'er the word of JVb woman heard speaks 
Being barber'd ten times o'er, goes to the feast ; 
And, for his ordinary, pays his heart, 
For what his eyes eat only. 

^gr. Royal wench ! 
She made great Caesar lay his sword to bed ; " 
He plpugh'd her, and she cropp'd. 

Eno, I saw her once 
Hep forty paces through the public street : 
And having lost her breath, she spoke, and panted^ 
That she did make defect, perfection, 
And, breathless, power breathe forth. 

Mec. Now Antony must leave her utterly. 

Eno. Never ; he will not ; 
Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale 
Her infinite variety :* Other women cloy 
Th' appetites they feed ; but she makes hungry, 
Where most she satisfies. For vilest things 
Become themselves in her ; that the holy priests' 
Bless her, when she is n^sh.* 



[A] Such is the praise liettowed by Sliakespeare on iiis heroine; a invisetlnt 
weil desenres the conslderatioD of our female readers. Gleopatra, as appears firom 
the tetradrachins of Antmy^ was no Venus | and indeed the majority of ladies who 
luost successfully enslaved the hearts of princes, are known to have been less re- 
markable for personal than mental attractioiis. The reigti of insipid Ijeau^ is sel- 
dom lasting : but permanent must be the rule of a woman who can diversify the 
sameness of life by an inexhausted variety of accomplishments. STEEVEmS. 

[5] In this, and the foregoing description of Cleopatra's passage down the Cydnus, 
Dryden seems to have emulated Shakespeare, and not without success : 

(* ——she's dangerous : 

Her eyes have power beyond Thessalian charms, 

To drew the moon from heaven. For eloquence, 
' The sea-creen sirens taught her voice their flattery ; 

And, while ebe speaks, night steals upon tlie day, 

UnmarkVl of those that hear : Then, she's so charming, 

Age buds at sight of her, and swells to youth : 

Toe holy priests gaze on her when she smiles j 

And witnneav'd hands, forgetting gravity, 

Thev bless her wanton eyes. Even I who hate her. 

With a malignant joy behold such beauQr, 

And while I curse desire it" 
Be it remembered liowevei', that, in Iwth instances, withoat a spark from Shake- 
speare, the blaze of Dryden might not have been enkindled. REEO. 
> [6] Rigg is an antient word meaning a strumpet. STEEVENS. 
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Jtfec. If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle 
The heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A blessed lottery to him. 

Agr, Let us go. — 
Good Enobarbus, make yourself my guest, 
Whilst you abide here. 

Eno, Humbly, sir, I thank you. [Exeunt 



SCENE III. 

^Fhe same. A Room in Cesar's House, Enter CfSAR, Anto- 
ny, Oct AVI A between them; Attendants and a Soothsayer, 

Ant, The world, and my great office, will sometimes 
Divide me from your bosom. 

Oct, All which time 
Before the gods my knee shall bow my prayers 
To them for you. 

Ant, Good night,' sir. — ^My Octavia, 
Re^ not my blemishes in the world's report : 
I have not kept my square ; but that to come 
Shall all be done by the rule. Good night, dear lady, — 

Oct, Good night, sir. 

Ci£s, Good night. [Exeunt Cms. and Octa. 

Ant, Now, sirrah I you do wish yourself in Egypt ? 

Sooth, 'Would I had never come from thence, nor you 
Thither! 

Ant, If you can, your reason ? 

Sooth, I see't in 
My motion, have it not in my tongue :* But yet 
Hie you again to Egypt. 

Ant, Say to me, 
Whose fortunes shall rise higher, Caesar^s, or mine ? 

Sooth, Caesar's. 
Therefore, O Antony, stay not by his side : 
'J'hy daemon, that's thy spirit which keeps thee, is 
Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable. 
Where Cajsar's is not ; but, near him, thy angel 
Becomes a Fear,' as being o'erpower'd ; therefore 
Make space enough between you. 

''[1] itfofton, that is, the divinitory agitation. WARBURTON. 

12] A Fear was a personage in some of tlie old moraiities. In the sacred \ 
lDg», Ffor ki alio a penon: «IwiUpiit a Fear inthe land ^^'l^O^l^J^^fSt^ 
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Alt. Speak this no more. 

Soaik. To none but thee ; no more* bat when to thee. 
If thou dost play with him at any game, 
Thoa art sure to lose ; and, of that natural luck. 
He beats thee 'gainst Uie odds ; thy lustre thickens, 
When he shines by : I say again, thy spirit 
Is all afiraid to govern thee near him ; 
But, he away, 'tis noble. 

Jni. Get thee gone : 
Say to Ventidius, I would speak with him : — [Exit Sooth, 
He shall to Parthia. — ^Be it art, or hap, 
He hath spoken true : The very dice obey him ; 
And, in our sports, my better cunning faints 
Under his chance : if we draw lots, he speeds : 
His cocks do win the battle still of mine. 
When it is all to nought ; and his quails^ ever 
Beat mine, inhoop'd, at odds/ I will to Egypt : 
And though I make this marriage for my peace, 

Enter Vewtidius. 
rthe east my pleasure lies : — O, come, Ventidius, 
You must to Parthia ; your conmiission's ready : 
Follow me, and receive it. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Hie same, A Street, Enter Lefidus, Mec£Nas, and 

Agrippa. 

Lep, Trouble yourselves no further : pray you, hasten 
Your generals after. 

•%r. Sir, Mark Antony 
Will e'en but kiss Octavia, and we'll follow. 

Lep, Till I shall see you in your soldier's dress, 
Which will become you both, farewell. 

Mec, We shall, 
As I conceive the journey, be at the mount^ 
Before you, Lepidus. 

Lep, Your way is shorter, 
My purposes do draw me much about ; 
You'll win two days upon me. 

Mec, Agr, Sir, good success ! 

Lep, Farewell. [Exeunt. 

nn Tl» ancisnts used to match qualli as we match cocks. JOHNSON' 

M JiUeop>«Ub iackwed that tb^mav fight. JOHNSON. 

l<fj L e. ttoimt Mitenum. 6T££V£Ks. 
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SCENE V. 

••1 

Alexandria, A Room in ike Palace, Enter CixofATtLAf 

Cbaruiai7» IiuSy and Alexis. 

Cleo, Give me some music ; music, moody food^ 
Of us that trade in love. 

Attend, The music, ho ! 

Enter Mardian. 

Cleo. Let it alone ; let us to billiards : 
Come, Charmian. 

Char, My arm is sore, best play with Mardian. 

Cleo, As well a woman with an eunuch play'd. 
As with a woman ; — Come, you'll play wim me, sir ? 

Mar, As well as I can, madam. 

Geo. And when good- will is showed, thaugh it come 
too short, 
The actor may plead pardon. I'll none now : — 
Give me mine angle, — ^We'U to the river : there, 
My music, pJaying far off, I will betray 
Tawny-finn'd fishes ; my bended hook shall pierce 
Their slimy jaws ; and, as I draw them up, 
rU think them every one an Antony, 
And say, Ah, ha ! you're caught. 

Char, 'Twas merry, when 
You wager'd on your angling ; when your diver 
Did hang a salt-fish on his hook, which he 
With fervency drew up. 

Cleo. That time !—0 times !— 
I laugh'd him out of patience ; and that night 
I laugh'd him into patience : and next mom, 
i'-re the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ; 
Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilst 
1 wore his sword Philippan. O ! from Italy ; — 

Enter a Messenger. 
Ram thou thy fruitful tidings^ in mine earSy 
' I'hat long time have been barren. 

Mes. Madam, madam, — ^^ 

[61 The nutod it the mind, or mental dUpofitiun. Van liaaren's panegyric on the 
English begins, Groot moedi? Voik, (great-minded nation.) Perhaps here is a poor 
Jest intended betweea mood the mind, and moodi of music JOHNSON. ' 

[7] JRom is a vulgar word, never ofled in our author's plays, but once by FalstaS*. 
•where he describes his situation in the buck-basket In the passage beA)re as, it is 
evidently a misprint for raiiu KIT60N* 
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CUo. Antony's dead ? — 
If thou say so, villain, thou kilPst thy mistress : 
But well and free, 

if thou so yield him, there is gold, and here 
My bluest veins to kiss ; a hand, that kings 
Have lipp'd, and trembled kissing. 

Mes, First, madam, he's well. 

Cleo, Why, there's more gold. But, sirrah, mark ; Wc use 
To say, the dead are well : bring it to that. 
The gold I give thee, will I melt, and pour 
Oown thy ill-uttering throat. 

Mes. Uood madam, hear me. 

Cleo. Well, go to, I will ; 
But there's no goodness in thy iace : If Antony 
Be free, and healthful, — ^why so tart a favour 
To trumpet such good tidings ? If-not well. 
Thou should'st come like a fury crown'd with snakes, 
Not like a formal man.^ 

Mes. Will't please you hear me ? 

Cleo, I have a mind to strike thee, ere thou speak'st : 
Yet, if thou say, ^^A\■r■\y lives, is well. 
Or friends with Ca\v,; . or not captive to him, 
rU set thee in a s;. ;vv< ^^ of gold, and hail 
Rich pearls upon thee.^ 

Mes, Madam, he's well. 

CAeo. AVell said. 

Mes, And friends with Caesar. 

Cleo, Thou'rt an honest man. 

Mes, Caesar and he are greater friends than ever. 

Cleo, Make thee a fortune from me. 

Mes, But yet, madam, — 

Cleo, I do not hke hut yet, it does allay 
The good precedence ;' fye upon but yet : 
But yet is as a gaoler to bring forth 
Some monstrous malefactor. Pr'ythee, friend, 
Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear. 
The good and bad together : He's friend with Caesar ; 

[a] By Si formal man, Shakespeare means, a man in his senses. Ir^jamud wo- 
men, in Measure for Measure, is used for women beside themselves. STEEVENS. 
[?j i. c. I will give thee a kingdom : it beine the eastern ceremony, at the 
coronation of their kings, to powder ihiaa, wittt goU-drnt and utd^arL So 
Milton, 

u .^.^be gorgeous east with liberal kind ./-,*. 

Bbowers on her kings barbaric iiearyind gM. lUilBUBTON. 

r<l i. e. Abatti the good quality of wfaatttHkly lepofied. .j».4n8EVSKlS> 

•** V. ■ 

t- .... 
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In State of health, thou say 'at ; and, thou say'st, free. 

Mes, Free, madam ! no ; I made no such report : 
He's bound unto Octavia. 

C2eo. For what good turn ? 

Mes. For the best turn i'the bed. 

Cleo» I am pale, Charmian. 

Mes, Madam, he's married to Octavia. 

Geo, The most infectious pestilence upon thee ! 

[Strikes him d<mn. 

Mes, Good madam, patience. 

Cleo. What say you? — ^Hence, [Strikes him again. 

Horrible villain ! or PU spurn thine eyes 
Like balls before me ; ril.unhair thy head ; 

[She hales him up and down. 
Thou shalt be whipp'd with wire, and stew'd in brine, 
Smarting in hng'ring pickle. 

■Mes, Gracious madam, 
I, that do bring the news, made not the match. 

,Cleo. Say, 'tis not so, a province I will give thee, 
And make thy fortunes proud ; the blow thou hadst 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage ; 
And I will boot thee with what gifl beside 
Thy modesty can beg. 

Mer, He's married, madam. 

Cleo. Rogue, thou hast liv'd too long. [Draws a dagger, 

Mes, Nay, then I'll run : — 
What mean you, madam ? I have made no fault. [Exit. 

Oiar, Good madam, keep yourself within yourself ; 
The man is innocent. 

Cleo. Some innocents 'scape not the thunderbolt. — 
Melt Egypt into Nile ! and kindly creatures 
Turn all to serpents ! — Call the slave again ; 
Though I am mad, 1 will not bite him : — Call. 

Char, He is afeard to come. 

Cleo. I will not hurt him : — 
These hands do lack nobility,' that they strike 
A meaner than myself; since I myself 
Have given myself the cause. — Come hither, sir. 

f 9] This thought seems to be borrowed from the laws of chivaliy, which forlnU 
• knieht to engage with his inferior. STEEVENS. Perhaps here was in- 
tended an indirect censure of Queen Elizabeth, for her unprincely and unfeminine 
treatment of the amiable Earl of Essex. The play was probably not produced till 
after her death} when a stroke at her proud and passionate demeanour to her cour- 
tiers and nudds of honour (for her msd^y used to chastise them too) might be safe- 
ly hazarded ttALONS. 
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Rt'enter Messenger, 
Thoac^ it be honest, it is never good 
To brii^ bad news : Give to a gracious message 
An host of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell 
Themselves, when they be felt. 

Met, I have done my duty. 

CUo, Is he married ? 
1 cannot hate thee worser than I do, 
If thou again say, Yes. 

Mes, He is married, madam. 

Cleo, The gods confound thee ! dost thou hold there 
stiU? 

Mes, Should I lie, madam ? - 

deo, O, I would, thou didst ; 
So half my Egypt were submerged, and made 
A cistern for scal'd snakes ! Go, get thee hence ; 
Hadst thou Narcissus in thy face, to me 
Thou wouldst appear most ugly. He is married ? 

Ales. I crave your highness^ pardon. 

Cleo, He is married ? 

Mes. Take no offence, that I would not offend you : 
To punish me for what you make me do, 
•*?eems much unequal : He is married to Octavia. 

Oeo. O, that his &ultB should make a knave of tbee« 
That art not !— What ? thou'rt sure oft ?— Get thee 

hence : 
The merchandise which thou hast brought from Rome, 
Are all too dear for me ; Lie they upon thy hand. 
And be undone by *em ! [Exit Messenger. 

Char, Good your highness, patience. 

Cleo, In praising Antony, I have dispraised Caesar. 

Char. Many times, madam. 

Cleo. I am paid for't now. Lead me from hence, 
I faint ; O Iras, Charmian, — 'Tis no matter : — 
Go to the fellow, good Alexas ; bid him 
Report the feature of Octavia,' her years, 
Her inclination, let him not leave out 
'.rhe colour of her hair : — ^bring me word quickly. — 

[Exit Alexa9. 
Let him for ever go :• — ^Let him not-— Charmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 

(71 F«ahir< nOoB^ anpean to haTe sifnified koufw Sn genenL 8TEEVENS. 
(•j 81tt if BQfir taUdof ui Irroken aentencet, not of toe mMNDger, bat AntonT. 
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T'odier way he's a Mars : — Bid you Alezas 

[T9 MarwaSs 
Bring me word, how tali she is. — ^Pity me, Channian, 
But do not speak to me. — ^Lead me to my chamber. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

•Year Misenum, Enter Pomfey and Menas, at one $ide, 
with drum and trumpet : at another^ Casar, Lepidus, 
Antony, Enobarbus, Mecjenas, with Soldiers marching. 

Pom, Your hostages I have, so have you mine ; 
And we shall talk before we fight. 

Com. Most meet, 
That first we come to words ; and therefore have wc 
Our written purposes before us sent ; 
Which, if thou hast consider'd, let us know 
If 'twill tie 'ip thy discontented sword ; 
And carry back to Sicily much tall youth. 
That else must perish here. 

Pom. To you all three, 
The senators alone of this great world. 
Chief &ctorB for the gods, — I do not know, 
Wherefore my father should revengers want, 
Having a son, and friends ; since Julius Caesar, 
Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghosted. 
There saw you labouring for him. What was it, 
That mov'd pale Cassius to conspire ? And what 
Made the all-honour'd, honest, Roman Brutus, 
With the arm'd rest, courtiers of beauteous freedom, 
To drench the Capitol ; but that they would 
Have one man but a man ? And that is it, 
Hath made me rig my navy ; at whose burden 
The anger'd ocean foams ; with which I meant 
To scourge the ingratitude that despiteful Rome 
Cast on my noble father. 

Chs. Take your time. 

Ant, Thou canst not fear us, Pompey, with thy sails,* 
We'll speak with thee at sea : at land, thou know'st 
How much we do o'er-count thee. 

Pom, At land, indeed. 
Thou dost o'er-count me of my fether's house ; 
But, since the cuckoo builds not for himself, 

m noa cuMt not iflHcktui with thy nmnermu mfj, J^OHNBON. 

8 Vol. VUI. 
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Remain in't, as thoa may'stJ 
Lep. Be pleas'd to teU us, 

?ror this is from the present,*) how you take 
he offers we have sent you. 

CcRS There's the point. 

JinU Which do not be entreated to, but weigh 
What it is worth embrac'd. i; 

Cb». And what may follow, '"' 

To try a larger fortune. 

Pom. You have made me offer 
Of Sicily, Sardinia ; and 1 must 
Rid all the sea of pirates ; then, to send 
Measures of wheat to Rome : This 'greed upon^ 
To part with unhack'd edges, and bear back 
Our targe undinted. 

Cb». AfU, Lep. That's our offer. 

Pom. Know then, 
I came before you here, a man prepared 
To take this offer : but Mark Antony 
Put me to some impatience : — Though I lose 
The praise of it by telling, You must know, 
When Caesar and your brothers were at blows, 
Your mother came to, Sicily, and did find 
Her welcome friendly. 

Ant. I have heard it, Pompey ; 
And am well studied for a liberal thanks, 
^Vhich I do owe you. 

Pom. Let me have your hand : 
1 did not think, sir, to have mot you here. 

Ant. The beds i'the east are soft ; and thanks to you. 
That call'd me, timeUer than my purpose, hither ; 
For I have gain'd by it. 

CcBs. Since I saw you last, 
There is a change upon you. 

Pom, Well, I know not 
What counts harsh fortune casts upon my face ;* 
But in my bosom shall she never come. 
To make my heart her vassal. 

Lep. Weil met here. 

Pom. I hope so, Lepidus. — Thus we are agreed : 
I crave, pur composition m^y be written, 

tl] Slnee, like Uw cuckoo that seises the nestiof other Urdi. jrou hacn Invaded t 
looie wldeii jmi ooukl not build, keep it wUle jroo een. JOHU BON. 

in llMt if, foreign to tfne ol^ect of o«ir present disenflton. 8TJCKVKN6. 

19] Mefinhor (Irom nnkhie marks or lines in castinr noeoiiDti Innrllkaeac. 
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; And seal'd between us. 

Cess, That's the next to do. 

Pom. We'll feast each other, ere we part : and let us 
Draw lots who shall begin. 

Ant. That will I, Pompey. 

Pom. No, Antony, take the lot: but, first, 
Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery 
Shall have the fame. I have heard, that Julius Caesar 
Grew fat with feasting there. 

Ant. You have heard much. 

Pom. 1 have fair meanings, sir. 

Ant. And fair words to them. 

Pom. Then so much have I heard : — 
And i have heard, ApoUodorus carried — 

Eno. No more of that : — He did so. 

Pom. What, 1 pray you ? 

Eno. A certain queen to CaBsar m a mattress.^ 

Pom. I know thee now ; How far'st thou, soldier ? 

Eno. Well; 
And well am hke to do ; for, I perceive. 
Four feasts are toward. 

Pom. Let me shake thy hand ; 
1 never hated thee : 1 have seen thee fight, 
When I have envied thy behaviour. 

Eno. Sir, 
I never lov'd you much ; but I have prais'd you, 
When you have well deserv'd ten times as much 
As I have said you did. 

Pom. Enjoy thy plainoASfi, 

It nothing 01 beconies thee. — 
Aboard my galley I invite you all : 
Will you lead, lords ? 

Qes. Ant. Lep, Show us the way, sir. 

Pom. Come. 

[Exe. Pom. Cfs. Ant. Lep. Soldien, and Attendants. 

Men, Thy father, Pompey, would ne'er have made thi» 
treaty. — [Aside.] You and I have known, sir. 
Eno. At sea, I think. 
Men. We have, sir. 
Eno. You have done well by water. 

Mer. And you by land. 

' _ -1— ^— ^— .^— 

M TUs if flmn North'k Ftatuch, I5ia '^Ckmtm MMd «p in a 
luAf^tewichttoCanrnpooApiliDdonH'liMke." RITSON. 
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Eno, I will praise any man that will praise me :' though 
it cannot be denied what I have done by land. 

Mm, Nor what I have done by water. 

Eno. Yes, something you can deny for your own safe- 
ty » J^^ have been a great thief by sea. 

Men, And you by land. 
• Eno. There I deny my land service. But give me 
your hand, Menas : If our eyes had authority, here they 
might take two thieves kissing. 

Men, All men's faces are true, whatsoe'er their bands 
are. 

Eno. But there is neyer a fair woman has a true face. 

Men, No slander ; they steal hearts. 

Eno, We came hither to fight with you. 

Men, For my part, I am sorry it is turned to a drink 
ing. Pompey doth this day laugh away his fortune. 

Eno, If he do, sure, he cannot weep it back again. 

Men, You have said, sir. We look'd not for Mark An- 
tony here ; Pray you, is he married to Cleopatra ? 

Eno, CjEsar's sister is call'd Octavia. 

Men, True, sir ; she was the wife of Caius MarccUus. 

Eno, But she is now the wife of Marcus Airtonius. 

Men, Pray you, sir ? 

Eno. 'Tis true. 

Men. Then is Caesar, and he, for ever knit together. 

Eno, If I w«re bound to divine of this unity, I would 
not prophesy so. 

Men. I think, the policy of that purpose made more in 
the marriage, than the love of the parties. 

Eno, I tibink so too. But you shall find, the band that 
seems to tie their friendship together, will be the very 
strangler of their amity : Octavia is of a holy, cold, and 
still conversation.^ 

Men. Who would not have his wife so ? 

Eno. Not he, that himself is not so ; which is Mark 
Antony. He will <to his Egyptian dish again : then shall 
the sighs of Octavia blow the fire up in Caesar ; and, as 
I said before, that which is the strength of their amity, 

shall prove the immediate author of their variance. An- 

• '■ ■ •■ I 

[3] The poet*t art in deliTeringr tbis hnvrarous jentiment (which gkvu so very 
true anl mttnral a picture of the commerce of the woxld) can never he sufficiently 
admired. The oonwssion could come from none .hot a CnmlL and rough itender 
lite 4ha ■p sa irsr' i \ and the moral lesson iasinaated under it, thai JUtUry can 
BUdw tamtf Ihran the most stiAlionimannen, deserves our Serious nfleetioiv 

WABBUfttON. 

[4] CmMivaeloii~-diat is, behaviour, manner of acting in common Ufe. So in P». 
txxvit. 14 } « —to sky such as be of upright oomwrrafioN. STESVENS. 
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tony will use hid affection where it is ; he married hot hit 
occasion here. / 

Men. And thus it may he. Come, sir, will yoo aboard ? 
I have a health for you. 

Eno. I shall tak^ it, sir We have used our throats in 
Egypt. 

Men, Come ; let's away. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 

On board Pompey's Galley, lying near Misenum. Music. 
Enter two or three Servants, with a banquet. 

1 Serv. Here they'll be, man : Some o'their plants^ are 
ill-rooted already* the least wind in the world will blow 
them down. 

2 Serv. Lepidus is high-coloured. 

1 Serv. They have made him drink alms-driivk.' 

2 Serv. As they pinch one another by the disposition,^ 
lie cries out, no more ; reconciles them to his entreaty, 
and himself to the drink. 

1 Serv. But it raises the greater war between him and 
his discretion. 

2 Serv. Why, this it is to have a name in great men's 
fellowship : I had as lief have a reed that will do me no 
service, as a partizan I could not heaye.^ 

1 Serv. To be called into a huge sphere, and not to be 
seen to move in't, are the holes where eyes should be, 
which pitifully disaster the cheeks." 

A Sennet sounded. Enter Cjesar, Antony, Poupey, Le- 
pidus, Agripfa, Mec£Nas, Enobarbus, Menas, mth 
other Captains. 

Ant. Thus do they, sir : [To Cjesar.] They take the 
flow o'the Nile 

^4] PkaUSi beddes iti common meaning-, is here osed for the fut, from the La- 
Un. JOHNSON. 

' [£} Alnu-drMk—u phnue amongst good fellows, to signify tliat liquor of anotlierV 
share wliidi his companion drinks to ease liim. But it satirically alludes to Gsesar 
and Antony's admitting him into ttie triumvirate, in order to take off from tliem- 
selvM the loed of envv. WARBURTON. 

[6] A {durase equiTalent to that now in use, of Toitddngene in a $on place. 

WARBURTON. 
AjMrCtroffr-a pike. JOHNSON. 

_ This speech seems to he mutilated} to supply tlie deficiencies is impossible, 
perh^N the sense was originally approadiing to this. <* To be called into a 
Impe ^hcfe, and not to Im seen to move in it, is a vesy ignominious state; great 
olliees are the holes where eyes should be, which, tf eyes be wanting, pitifully dis- 
aster the dieeks.'^ JOHNSON. 
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By certain scales i'the pyramid ; they know, 
By the height, the lowness, or the mean, if dearth, 
Or foizon, follow :* The higher Nilna swells, 
The more it promises : as it ehhs, the seedsman 
Upon the slime and ooze scatters his grain, 
And shortly comes to harvest. 

Lep. You have strange serpents there. 

Ant, Ay, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your serpent of Egypt is bred now of your mud 
hy the operation of your sun ; so is your crocodile. 

Ant. They are so. 

Pofn. Sit, — and some wine. — A health to Lepidus. 

Lep, I am not so well as I should be, but I'll ne'er out. 

Elno, Not till you have slept ; I fear me, you'll be in. 
till then. 

Lep, Nay, certainly, I have heard the Ptolemies' pyr- 
am^s° are very goodly things ; without contradiction, 1 
have heard that. 

Men, Pompey, a word. [Aside, 

Pom, Say in mine ear : What is't ? 

Men, Forsake thy seat, I do beseech thee, captain. 
And hear me speak a word. [Aside. 

Pom, Forbear me till anon. — 
This wine for Lepidus. 

Lep, What manner o'thing is your crocodile ? 

Ant, It is shaped, sir, like itself; and it is as broad as 
it hath breadth : it is just so high as it is, and moves with 
its own organs : it lives by that which nourisheth it ; and 
the elements once out of it, it transmigrates. 

Lep, What colour is it of ? 

Ant. Of its own colour too. 

Lep, 'Tis a strange serpent. 

Ant, 'Tis so. And the tears of it are wet. 

Qbs, Will this description satisfy him ? 

Ant, With the health that Pompey gives him, else he is 
a very epicure. 

Pom, [To Menus aside,] Go, hang, sir, hang ! Tell me 
of that ? away ! 

f 81 Foizon is a Frencli word signifyine plenty, abundance. I «m told that it is 
stiU 10 common use in the North. STEEVEmS. 

[91 Pyrtmi* for fwramida was in common use in our author^ tima. From this 
word.Sbakespeare toi-med the Engiish plural, pyrmniaeff, to mark the indistinct pro- 
nunciation of a man nearly intoxicated whose tongue is now beginning to <* split 
what it speaks." In other places be has introduced the Latin plttral pyrmmiaui 
whidi was constant]|y used by our ancient writers. MALONE. 
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' Do as I bid you. — ^Where's this cup 1 call'd for ? 

tMen, If U}T the sake of merit thou wilt hear me. 
Be from thy stool. [Aside. 

Pom. I think, thou'rt mad. 
M.ae matter ? [Rises, and wcdks aside. 

Men. I have ever held my cap off to thy fortunes. 

Pom. Thou hast serv'd me with much fidth : What^s 
I else to say ? 

f Be jolly, lords. 

JhU. These quick-sands, Lepidus, 
[ Keep off them, for you sink. 
: Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world ? 

Pom. What say'st thou ? 

Men. Wilt thou be lord of the whole world? ThaVs 
I twice. 

Pom. How should that be ? 

Men. But entertain it, and, ^ 

Although thou think me poor, I am the man 
Will give thee all the world. 

Pom. Hast thou drunk weD^ ? 

Men. No, Pompey, I have kept me from the cup. 
Then art, if thou dar'st be, the earthly Jove ; 
Whatever the ocean pales, or sky inclips, , 
Is thine, if thou wilt have't. 

Pom. Show me which way. 

Men. These three world-sharers, these competitors,* 
Are in thy vessel : Let me cut the cable ; 
And, when we are put off, fall to their throats . 
All flierc is thin6. 

Pom. Ah, this thou should'st have done. 
And not have ^oke on't ! In me, 'tis villany ; 
In thee, it had been good service. Thou must know, 
Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour ; 
Mine honour, it. Repent, that e'er thy toi^e - . 

Hath so betray'd thine act : Being done unknown, 
I should have found it afterwards well done ; 
But must condemn it now. Desist, and drink. 

Men. For this, [Aside 

rU never follow thy pall'd fortunes more.* 
Who seeks, and will not take, when once 'tis offer'd, 
Shall never find it more. 

[8] CdfmM(j(ori.-43oiif«demte8. partners. STEEVENS. 

m Pmed^lB moid, past its tiine of exeelknf^ pcdUd wine, is wine tbat hat lost 
its oricinl sprightltaM. JOHNSON. 
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Pom. This health to Lepidus. 

Ant. Bear him ashore. — Pll pledge it for him, Pompey. 

Elno, Here's to thee, Menas. 

Men. Enobarbus, welcome. 

Pom. Fill, till the cnp be hid. 

Eno. There's a strong fellow, Menas. 

[Pointing to the attendant who carries off^ LEFiDrs. 

Men. Why? 

Una. He bears 
The third part of the world, man ; See'st not? 

Men. The third part then is drunk : Wonld it were all. 
That it might go on wheels ! 

Eno. Drink thou ; increase the reels. 

Men. Come. 

Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian feast. 

Ant. It ripens towards it. — Strike the vessels, ho !' 
Here is to Cassar. 

CcBs. I could well forbear it. 
It's monstrous labour, when I wash my brain, 
And it grows fouler. 

Ant. Be a child o'the time. 

Oes, Possess it, I'll make answer : but I had rather 
fast 
From all, four days, than drink so much in one. 
. Eno. Ha, my brave emperor ! [To Ant. 

Shall we dance now the Egyptian Bacchanals, 
And celebrate our drink ? 

Pom. Let's ha't, good soldier. 

Ant. Come, let us all take hands ; 
Till that the conquering wine hath steep'd our sense 
In soft and delicate Letibe. 

Eno. All take hands. 

Make battery to our ean with the loud music : — 
The while, I'll place you : Then the boy shall sing : 
The holding every man shall bear, as loud 
As his strong sides can volley. 

[Music plays. Eno. places them hand in hand. 

[1] Strike tke vetteU—tamcaa chink the vessels one agiunst the other as m iaatk ot 
onr ananimity in drinking^, as we now say, ekinik glaues, 6T££VEN6. 

So, in one of lago^ songs : 

•* And let me the eonmbn eJtnl." RITSON. 

Vessdt probaUy meant kettk-drunu^ which were lieaten when the health of a 
person of eminence was drank *, immediately after we have, ** ni^ battery to ovr 
ears with the load mnsieJ> Tbey an ftXM kettlu In Htanlei : 

« Gitc me the caps *, 

. And let the kettU to the tmmpet speak.'' HOLT WHITE. 
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SONG. 

r 

CmM^ thou monarch of the viney 
Plumpy Bacchus, with pink ^yne :' 
In thy vats our cares be droiam'd ; 
With thy grapes our hairs he crowned; 
Cup us, till the world go rovnd ; 
Cup us, till the world go round ! 



$. What would you more ? — ^Pompey, good nigbit.; 

—Good brother, 
ae request you off : our graver business 
ns at this levity. — Gentle lords, let's part ; 
see, we have burnt our cheeks : Strong Enobarbe « 
iaker than the wine ; and mine own tongue 
\ what it speaks : the wild disguise hath almost 
k'd m all. What needs more words ? Good night 
>od Antony, your hatid. 

m. V\\ try you o'the shore. - '. ' 

U And shall, sir : give's your hand. . 
fiw O, Antony, 

have my father's house, — ^But what ? we are friends 
e, down into the boat. 
w. Take heed you fall not. — 

[Exeunt Pom. Cjes. Ant. and Attendants, 
IS, I'll not on shore. 
m. No, to my cabin. — 
je drums ! — these trumpets, flutes ! what !— 
Neptune hear we bid a loud farewell 
biese great fellows : Sound, and be hang*d, sound out. 

[A flourish cf trumpets^ with drums, 
to. Ho, says 'a ! — There's my cap 
en. Ho ! — noble captain .* 
e ! {Exeunt. 



Dr. Jcdmson, in his I>K;tioiuRy, sayn ^pvik eye is a small ^e, ^d quotes this 
e for his authority. Pink eyne, however, may mean red eve* .* eyes inflamed 
riokiBg, are very well apprDpriated to Bacchus. So, in JoUns Casar : 

** ~~.~8acb ferret and such fiery eyes." 
dd be observed, however, tlMt from the following passage ki P. HoUaad^ 
tlon of the llth Book of Pliny^ Nuturai Hittory^ it appears that nMb-tjed 
Id the smallness of eyes: "—also thou that w^re jaMw-eyMl and bad verle 
in, aey termed ocs/te." BTEEVnfB. ^ \^ 

Vol. Vni. F 
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ACT III. 

.SCENE I. — A Plain in Syria, £n<«r Ventidius, a$4i^ 
conquest, zvith Silius and other Romans, Officers^ andS^ 
diers ; the dead body of Pacorus home before him, 

Ven, Now, darting Parthia, art thou struck ;* ajid now 
Pleas'd fortune does of Marcus Crassus' death 
Make me revenger. — Bear the king's son's body 
Before our army ; — Thy Pacorus,* Orodes, 
Pays this for Marcus Crassus. 

Sil, Noble Ventidius, 
Whilst yet with Purthian blood thy sword is warm. 
The fugitive Parlliiaus follow ; spur through Media, 
Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither 
The routed fly : So thy grand captain Antony 
Shall set thee on triumphant chariots, and 
Put garlands on thy head. 

Ven, O 8ilius, J^ilius, 
I have done enough : A lower place, note well, 
May make too great an act : For learn this, Silius ; 
Better leave undone, than by our deeds acquire 
Too high a fame, when him we serve's away. 
Caesar, and Antony, have ever won 
More in their officer, than person : Sossius, 
One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant, 
For quick accumulation of renown. 
Which he achiev'd by the minute, lost his favour. 
Who does i'thc wars more than his captain can, 
Becomes his captain's captain : and ambition, 
The soldier's virtue, rather makes choice of loss, 
Than gain, which darkens him. 
I could do more to do Antonius good. 
But 'twould offend liim ; and in his offence 
Should my performance perish. 

Sil, Thou hast, Ventidius, 
That without which a soldier, and his sword, 
Grants scarce distinction.^ Thou wilt write to Antony ? 

[4] 5fn<dt— aHiules to darting. Thou whose darCi have so often strock olben 
art strnck now thyself. JOuNSON. 

a Pacorus was the son of Orodes, king of PartiUa. 8TEEVEN6. 
Grant— for afford. It is badhr and obscurely expressed } but the sense b thb^ 
hast that, VeatidiuSi which, if thou didst want, there would be no diatinctiMi 
between tkee aud thy sword. You wotflA be both equally cutting and senseless.'" 
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Pen, ril humbly signify what in his name, 
That magical word of war, we have effected ; 
How, with his banners, and his well-paid ranJks, 
The ne'er-yet-beaten horse of Parthia, 
We have jaded out o'the field. 

SiL Where is he now ? 

Ven, He purposeth to Athens : whither with what 
haste 
The weight we must convey with us will permit. 
We shall appear before him. — ^On, there ; pass along. 

[Exeunt,. 

SCENE II. 

Rome, An Anti-Chamber in Cx.8AR^s House, JEnter Agrip- 

PA, and Enobarbus, meeting, 

Agr, What, are the brothers parted ? 

Eno. They have despatch'd with Pompey, he is gone j 
The other three are sealing. Octavia weeps 
To part from Rome ; Caasar is sad ; and Lepidus, 
Since Pompey 's feast, as Menas says, is troubled 
With the green sickness. 

Agr» 'Tis a noble Lepidus. 

Eno, A very fine one : O, how he loves Cassar ! 

Agr, Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark Antony I 

Eno, Caesar ? Why, he's the Jupiter of men. 

Agr. What's Antony ? the god of Jupiter. 

Eno. Spake you of Caesar f How ? the nonpareil ! 

Agr. O Antony ! O thou Arabian bird I® 

Eno. Would you praise Caesar, say, — Caesar ; — go no 
further. 

Agr, Indeed, he ply'd them both with excellent praises. 
, Eno, But he loves Casisar best : — ^Yet he loves Antony : 
Ho ! hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, bards, poets, cannot 
Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, ho, his love 
To. Antony. But as for Caesar, 
Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder. 

Agr, Both he loves.. 

Eno. They are his shards, and he their beetle.* So— ^ 

[Trumpet*. 

This was wisdom olr knowledge of the world. Ventidios had told bias the reasons 
why lie did not parsue his advantages: and his friend, by ttus compliiiieiit, ackaow 
ledges them to be of weight. WARDUKTON. 

[9] Armbum Wd— the phoenix. JOHNSON. 

[9] That is, tliey are the wings that raise this heavy himpish insect from tbe 
rroniMli So, in Mtuibcth : 

« the lAiinl^otte beetle." STEEVENS. 
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This is to hone-^-Adieu, noble Agrippa. ^^ 

Jigr. Good fortune, worthy soldier ; and fareweD. 
Enter C.tsAR, An ton v, Lepidus, and Octayia. 

Jint. No further, sir. 

C(£s, You tiike from me a great part of myself ; _, 

Use me well in it. — Sister, prove such a wife Ij 

As my thoughts make thee, and as my furthest band f 
Shall pass on thy ap])roof.' — Most noble Antony, . |, 

Let not the piece of virtue, which is set 
Betwixt us, as the cement of our love, 
To keep it builded, be the ram, to batter 
The fortress of it : for better might we 
Have loved without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherish'd. 

ArU, Miike me not offended 
in your distrust. 
• Cfl55. 1 have said. 

AnU You shall not find, 
Though you be therein curious,* the least cause 
For what you seem to fear : So, the gods keep you, 
And make the hearts of Romans serve your ends ! 
We will here part. 

Ckts, Farewell, my dearest sister, fare thee well ; 
The elements be kind to thee, and make 
Thy spirits all of comfort ! fare thee well. 

Oct, My noble brother !-t- 

Aui, 'f he April's in her eyes : It is love's spring. 
And these the showers to bring it on : — Be cheerful. 

Oct. Sir, look well to my husband's house ; and — 

Cas. What, 
Octavia ? 

Oct, I'll tell you in your ear. 

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her tongue : the swan's down feather, 
That stands upon the swell at full of tide, 
And neither way inclines. 

Eno, Will Caesar weep ? [Aside to Agrip. 

Agr. He has a cloud in's face. 

Eno. He were the worse for that, were he a horse ;• 



ril As I will rentore the greatest pledge of security, on the trial of tl^ OMidiict. 
lUHKSON. Band and boiui, in our aathor's time, were sjmonyinoiu. 

UALONE. 
rS] L e. scrapulous. So, in Tht Taming of ti* Skrtto: 

" For atrimu I cannot be with you." STEEVENS. 

m A hone is said te bare « ci«v4 in his/ace^ wbea he has a blaek or darl 
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So is he, being a man. 

Jigr. Why, Enobarbus ? 
When Antony found Julius Caesar dead, 
He cried almost to roaring : and he wept, 
When at Philippi he found Brutus slain. 

Eno. That year, indeed, he was troubled with a rhenni : 
What willingly he did confound, he wail'd : 
Believe it, till I wept too. 

CtM. No, sweet Octavia, 
You shall hear from me still ; the time shall not 
Out-go my thinking on you. 

Ant, Come, sir, come ; 
I'M wrestle with you in my strength of love : 
Look, here I have you ; thus I let you go, 
And give you to the gods. 

Cess. Adieu ; be happy! 

Lep. Let all the number of the stars give light 
To thy fair way ! 

Com. Farewell, farewell ! [Kisses Octavia . 

Ant, Farewell ! {Trumpets sound. Exeunt. 

SCENE in. 

Alexandria. A Room in (he Palace. Enter Cleopatra. 

Charmian, Iras, and Alexas. 

Geo. Where is the fellow ? 

.Alex, Half afeard to come. 

Cleo. Go to, go to : — Come hither, sir 

• E/nter a Messenger. 

Alex. Good majesty, 
Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you, 
But when you are well pleas'd. 

Geo. That Herod's head 
I'll have : But how ? when Antony is gone 
Through whom I might command it.— ^Come thou near. 

Mes, Most gracious majesty,- — 

Geo. Didst thou behold 
Octavia ? 

Mes. ky^ dread queen. 

Geo. Where? 

Mes. Madam, in Rome 
I look'd her in the &ce ; and saw her led 

eoloured cpot in his forelieaci between his me. Tnia gives him • sour look,«ait 
being iMpfmied to indicate an ill-temper, is of eonrse regiarded as a mat Mswi i h 

oTEEVKNiU 
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Between her brother and Mark Antony. 

Cleo. Is she as tall as me ?^ 

Mes, She is not, madam. 

Oeo. Didst hear her speak ? Is she shrill-tongu'd, or 
low? 

Mes, Madam, I heard her speak ; she is low-voic'd. 

CZco. That's not so good : — he cannot like her long.* 

Oiar. Like her ? O Isis ! 'tis impossible. 

Cleo. I think so, Charmian. Dull of tongue, and 
dwarfish ! — 
What majesty is in her gait ? Remember, 
If e'er thou lookd'st on majesty. 

Mes. She creeps ; 
Her motion and her station are as one :^ 
She shows a body rather than a life ; 
A statue, than a breather. 

Geo. Is this certain ? 

Mes. Or I have no observance. 

Char. Three in Egypt 
Cannot make better note. 

Cleo. He's very knowing, 
I do perceiv't : — There's nothing in her yet ;~ 
The fellow has good judgment. 

Char. Excellent. 

Cleo. Guess at her years, 1 pr'ythee. 

Mes. Madam, 
She was a widow. 

Cleo. Widow ? — Charmian hark.' 

Mes. And I do think, she's thirty. 

Cleo. Bear'st thou her face in mind ? Is it long, or round? 

Mes. Round even to faultiness. 

Cleo. For the most part too, 

[4] This scene, says Dr. Grey, is a manifest allusion to the questions put j^quas^ 
Elizabeth to sir James Melvil, concerning his mistress, the queen or Scots. STEEV.' 
I see no probability that Shakespeare should here allude to a conversation thai pass- 
ed between Queen Elizabeth and a Scottish ambassador in 1564. tlie vi^ry yw^ in 



which he was bom, and does not appear to have been made public for above three- 
!iCore years after bis death j MelriPs Memoin not tMeing printed till 1683. Sach en^ 
quiries, no doubt, are perfectly natuftil to rival females, whether queens or cbider< 
wenches. RrrSON. 




lingers small and long, her voyee loud and sAritf.** MALONE. 

iBI Station-^in i^ instance, means the 4ce o^ atandit^. So, in HtmUt : 
** A ttation Uke the herald Mercury." STEEVENS. 

FT] Cleopatra rejoices in this circumstance, as it sets Octavia on a levd with her- 
Mir, who was no virgin when she fell to the lot of Antoqy. STEEVENS. 
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They are foolish that are so. — Her hair, what colour ? 

Met. Brown, madam : And her forehead is as low 
As she would wish it. 

^ 

-Geo, There is gold for thee. 
Thou must not take my former sharpness ill : — 
I will employ thee hack again ; I find thee 
Most fit fi)r business : Go, make thee ready ; 
Our letters are prepar'd. [Exit Mess, 

Char. A proper man. 

Cleo, Indeed, he is so : I repent me much, 
That I 80 harry'd him.' Why, methinks, by him, • 
This creature's no such thing. 

Char. O, nothing, madam. 

Cleo. The man hath seen some majesty, and should knoW. 

Oiar. Hath he seen majesty ? Isis else defend, 
And serving you so long ! • ' • 

Cleo. 1 have one thing more to ask him yet, .good 
Charmian :— 
Bat 'tis no matter ; thou shalt bring him to me 
Where 1 will write : All may be well enough. 

Char. I warrant you, madam. lExeunt, 

SCENE IV. 
Aliens. A Room in Antony's House. Enter Antony and 

OcTAVIA. 

Afii. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that, — 
That were excusable, that, and thousands more 
Of semblable import, — ^but he hath wag'd 
New wars 'gainst Pompey ; made his will, and read it 
To pubUc ear ; 

Spoke scantly of me : when perforce he could not 
But pay me terms of honour, cold and sickly 
He vented them ; most narrow measure lent me : 
When the best hint was given him, he not took't, 
Or did it from his teeth, 
■ Oct. O my good lord, 
Believe not all ; or, if you must believe, 
Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady, 
If this division chance, ne'er stood between, 
Prayiog for both parts : ' • 

And the good gods will mock me presently, 

[8] To Aorm, is to UM nmghly, harass, suWue. STEEVENS. To Aony, it, to 
humt. Hence lOie word harrier. King: James threatened the Paritau tliat «* h» 
wottM harry them out of the kBd.* HENLEY. 
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When I shall pray, O, bless my lord and husband f 
Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud, 
O, bless my brother ! Husband win, win brother. 
Prays, and destroys the prayer ; no midway 
'Twixt these extremes at all. 

An(, Gentle Octavia, 
Let your best love draw to that point, which seeks 
Best to preserve it : If I lose mine honour, 
T lose myself : better I were not yours. 
Than yours so branchless. But, as you requested, 
Yourself shall go between us : The mean time, lady, 
I'll raise the preparation of a war 
Shall stain your brother ;^ Make your soonest haste ; 
So your desires are yours. 

Oct, Thanks to my lord. 
The Jove of power make me most weak, most weak, 
Your reconciler I Wars 'twixt you twain would be 
As if the world should cleave, and that slain men 
Should solder up the rifl.* 

Ant. When it appears to yon where this begins, 
Turn your displejisure that way ; for our faults 
Cair never be so equal, that your love 
Can equally move with them. Provide your going ; 
Choose your own company, and command what cost 
Your heart has mind to. [Exewii. 

SCENE V. 

The same. Another Room in the sam>e. Enter Enoba^bus 

and Eros, meeting. 

Eno. How now, friend Eros ? 

Eros. There's strange news come, sir. 

Eno. What, man ? 

Eros. Caesar and Lepidus have made wars upon Pom- 

pey. 

Eno. This is old ; What is the success ? 

Eros. Caesar, having made use of him in the wars 
'gainst Pompey, presently denied him rivality ;* would 
not let him partake in the glory of the action : and not 
resting here, acc^es him of letters he had formerly wrote 

[9] StaWf that ii, shame, or di«g;raoe htm. JOHNSON. 

[ij The lenae is, that war between Caraar and Antonv would enpkge the world be- 
tween them, and that the daiu^iter would be great in sii citcnsivo a (-omni<'tii u. 
.rOHNSON. [2] JZtpo/dy— equal rank. JOHNSON. 
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to Pompey ; upon his own appeal, seizes him :' So the 
poor third is op, till death enlarge his confine. 

Eno, Then, world, thou hast a pair of chaps, no more ; 
\tkd throw hetween them all the food thou hast, 
Fhey'U grind the one the other. Where's Antony ? 

Eros, He's walking in the garden — ^thus ; and spurns 
Fhe rush that lies before him : cries, Fooly Lepidu$ ! 
\nd threats the throat of that his officer, 
rhat murder' d Pompey. 

Eno. Our great navy's rigged. 

Eros. For Italy, and Caesar. More, Domitius \* 
Qfy lord desires you presently : my news 
[ might have told hereafter. 

Eno. 'Twill be naught : 
But let it be. — Bring me to Antony. 

Eros. Come, sir. [Extunt. 

SCENE VI. 

Rome. A Room in C-esar's House. Enter C^sar, Agrippa, 

and Mecjenas. 

Cks. Contemning Rome, he has done all this : And 
more ; 
In Alexandria, — here's the manner of it, — 
I'the market-place, on a tribunal silver'd, 
Cleopatra and himself in chairs of gold 
Were publicly enthron'd : at the feet, sat 
Cx^arion, whom they call my father's son ; 
And all the unlawful issue, that their lust 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave the 'stabhshment of Egypt ; made her ' 
Of Lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia,* 
Absolute queen. 

Mec. This in the public eye ? 

C(es. V the common show-place, where they exercise. 

(SI To appeal in Shakespeare, Is ta acouse : Csesar seized Lepidus without my 
otner proof uan Ceesar's accusation. JOHNSON. 

[41 I have something mon to tell you, which I might have told ai first, and de- 
layed my news. Antony requires your presence. JOHNSON. ^^^^ 
(Si For Lydta^ Mr. Upton, from Plutarch, has restored L^ria. JOHNSON. 
IB the translation from the French of Amyot, by Tliomas North, in folk), 1697,* 
win be seen at once the origin of this mistake : ^ First of all he did establish Cleo- 
patra queen of Egypt, of Gypms, of Lj/diay and the lower Syria.'* 
* I nnd the character of this work pretty early deline^^ed: 
** TwBS GrtA at first, that Greek -was Latin made, 
That Latin Frencli, that French to Enelish straid : 
Thus *twizt one Plutarch there's more difTerence, „-r*» 
Than i' th' same l^sgUsbman retarn'd from France.'' FARml^ 

9 ' Vol. Vlll. F 2 
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His sons he there proclaim'd, The kings of kings : 

Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia, 

He gave to Alexander ; to Ptolemy he assigned 

Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia : She 

In the habiliments of the goddess Isis 

That day appearM ; and ofl before gave audience 

As 'tis reported, so. 

Mec, Let Rome be thus 
Inform'd. 

Agr, Who, queasy with his insolence 
\lready, will their good thoughts call from him. 

Ckes. The people know it ; and have now received 
His accusations. 

Agr. Whom does he accuse ? 

Cobs, Caesar : and that, having in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius spoiPd, we had not rated him 
His part o'the isle : then does he say, he lent me 
Some shipping unrestor'd : lastly, he frets, 
That Lepidus of the triumvirate 
Should be depos'd ; and, being, that we detain 
All his revenue. 

Agr. Sir, this should be answered. 

Cobs. 'Tis done already, and the messenger gone. 
1 have told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel ; 
That he his high authority abus'd. 
And did deserve his change ; for what I have conquer' d, 
I grant him part ; but then, in his Armenia, 
And other of his conquer'd kingdoms, I 
Demand the like. 

Mec. He'll never yield to that. 

CtBs. Nor must not then be 3rielded to in this. 

Enter Octavia. 

Oct. Hail, Cs^ar, and my lord ! hail, most dear C»fl^ i 

Ccus. That ever 1 should call thee, cast-away ! 

Oct. You have not call'd me so, nor have you cause. 

Coes. Why have you stol'n upon us thus ? You come net 
Like CsBsar's sister : The wife of Antony 
Should have an army for an usher, and 
"^he neighs of horse to tell of her approach. 
Long ere she did appear ; the trees by the way^ 
Should have borne men ; and expectation fainted, 
Longing for what it had not : nay, the dust 
Should have ascended to the roof of heaven, 
Raised by your populous troops : But you are come 
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A market-maid to Rome ; and have prevented 

The ottenfof our love, which, left unshown 

Is often left unlov'd : we should have met you 

By sea, and land ; supplying every stage 

With an augmented greeting. . ^ 

Oct. Good my lord, 
To come thus was I not constrain'd, but did it 
On my free-will. My lord, Mark Antony, 
Hearing that you prepar'd for war, acquainted 
My grieved ear withsd ; whereon, I begg'd 
His pardon for return. 

Ckes. Which soon he granted. 
Being an obstruct 'tween his lust and him.* 

Oct. Do not say so, my lord. 

Cces, I have eyes upon him, 
And his affairs come to me on the wind. 
Where is he now ? 

Oct. My lord, in Athens. 

Cces. No, my most wronged sister ; Cleopatra 
Ilath nodded him to her. He hath given his empire 
Up to a whore ; who now are levying 
The kings o'the earth for war : He hath assembled 
IBocchus, the king of Lybia ; Archelaus, 
Of Cappadocia ; Philadelphos, king 
Of Paphlagonia ; the Tracian king, Adallas ; 
King Malchus of Arabia ; king of Pont ; 
Herod of Jewry ; Mithridates, king 
Of Comagene ; Polemon and Amintas, 
The kings of Mede^ and Lycaonia, with a 
More larger list of scepters. 

Oct. AJb me, most wretched, 
That have my heart parted betwixt two friends, 
That do aMict each other ! 

Coes. Welcome hither : 
Your letters did withhold our breaking forth ; 
Till we perceiv'd, both how you were wrong led, 
And we in neghgent danger. Cheer your heart : 
Be you not troubled with the time, which drives 
O'er your content these strong necessities ; 
But let determin'd things to destiny 
Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome : 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd 



[61 That ia, his wife befaiff an obstruction, a bar to tb* prosecution of his wantM 
)>leaMraiwitbOleopatra. WABBURTON. 
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Beyond the mark of thought : and the high gods, 

To do you justice, make Qiem ministers 

Of us, and those that love you. Best of comfort ; 

And ever welcome to us. 

^ Agr. Welcome, lady. 

JIfec. Welcome, dear madam. 
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you : 
Only the adulterous Antony, most large 
In his ahominations, turns you off ; 
And gives his potent regiment to a trull,^ 
That noises it against us. 

Oct. Is it so, sir ? 

Cms. Most certain. Sister, welcome : Pray you, 
Be ever known to patience : My dearest sister ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 

Antony's Camp, near the Promontory of Actium. Enter 

Cleopatra and Enobarbus. 

Cleo. I will be even with thee, doubt it not. 

Eno, But why, why, why ? 

Cleo^ Thou hast forspoke my being in these wars f 
And say'st, it is not fit. 

Eno. Well, is it ? is it ? 

C7eo. Is't not ? Denounce against us, why should not we 
Be there in person ?* 

Eno. [Aside.] Well, I could reply : — 
If we should serve with horse and mares together. 
The horse were merely lost ; the mares would bear 
A soldier, and his horse. 

Oeo. What is't you say ? 

[6\ JtefiMMitf— is gorernmeBt, authority ; he pots his power and his empire into 
the bands of a &lse wonum. 

It may be observedi truU was not. in our author's time, a term of mere lafrmy, bvt 
a word of slight Cfwtempt, as xBenck Is now. JOHNSON. 

[7] To fanfeak, is to ccmtradict, to apeal^ against, as forbid is to ord^>iBiMaliYe]y. 

[8] Cleopatra means to say, ** Is not the war denounced against as F Why •kooU 
we not tiben attend in person?" She 8ay8,a little lower, 
u ...^A charge we bear i' the war, 
And, as die president of my kingdom, will 
Appear there for a man." 
She speaks of herself in the plural number, according to the Viual s^jle oC aove- 
re%ns. BL MA80N. I read with the old oopTilntrodudng only the ehanfv of a 
aingte letter,— «bNMMM9^ instead of ibn0inio*d. There is, howe^rer, in the fiiliOi,a 
comma after the word n«l, and no point of interrogation at the end of the lenteace. 
MALONE. Snrriy no valid inference can be drawn fW»m sudi uneertatn pmoJses 
«■ the pvnctntioD of the old copy, which (to use the words of BosaHnd aaa Toadk- 
itone in J» yen {Oe I'O i< *^as fortune wQL or as the destinies decree." 

8TESVEN8. 
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JE^. Your presence needs must puzzle Antony ; 
Take from his heart, take from his brain, from his time, 
What should not then be spar'd. He is already 
Tradue'd for levity ; and 'tis said in Rome, 
That Photinus an eunuch, and your maids, 
Manage this war. 

Geo, Sink Rome ; and their tongues rot. 
That speak against us ! A charge we bear i'the war. 
And, as the president of my kingdom, will 
Appear there for a man. Speak not against it ; 
I will not stay behind. 

Eno. Nay, I have done : 
Here comes the emperor. 

JEynter Antony and Canidius. 

Ant, Is't not strange, Canidius, 
That froijl Tarentum, and Brundusium, 
He could so quickly cut the Ionian sea, 
And take in Toryne ? — ^You have heard on't, sweet ? 

Oeo, Celerity is never more admir'd, 
Than by the negligent. 

Ant, A good rebuke. 
Which might have well become the best of men, 
To taunt at slackness. — Canidius, we 
Will fight with him by sea. 

Cleo. By sea ! what else ? 

Can, Why will my lord do so ? 

Ant, For he dares us to't. 

Eno, So hath my lord dar'd him to single fight. 

Can, Ay, and to wage this battle at Pharsalia, 
Where Cssar fought with Pompey : But these offers. 
Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes oflf ; 
And so should you. 

Eno, Your ships are not well-mann'd : 
Your mariners are muleteers, reapers, people 
IngrossM by swifl impress : In Caesar's fleet 
Are those, that often have 'gainst Pompey fought : 
Their ships are yare ;• yours, heavy. No disgrace 
Shall &11 you for refusing him at sea. 
Being prepar'd for land. 

Ant, By sea, by sea. 

Ejno, Most worthy sir, you therein throw away 
The absolute soldiership you' have by land ; 
Distract your army, which doth most consist 



•.pi 



(9] Fore— giMnlty ligniilcs dcxtroiu, man»g«ttblt. ST££VEN9> 
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Of war-mark'd footmen ; leave unexecated 
Your own renowned knowledge ; quite forego 
The way which promises assurance ; and 
Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard, 
Prom firm security. 

ArU. ril %ht at sea. 

CUo, I hare sixty sails, Caesar none better. 

Ant. Our overplus of shipping will i^e bum ; 
And, with the rest full-mann'd, from the head of ActiuB 
Beat the approaching Caesar. But if we fail, 

Enter a Messenger, 
We then can do't at land. — Thy business ? 

Mes, The news is true, my lord ; he is descried ,* 
Caesar has taken Toryne. 

Ant. Can he be there in person ? 'tis impossible ; 
Strange, that his power should be. — Canidius, 
Our nineteen legions thou shalt hold by land, 
And our twelve thousand horse : — We'll to our ship ; 

Enter a Soldier. 
\way, my Thetis ! — How now, worthy soldier ? 

Sold. O noble emperor, do not fight by sea ; 
Trust not to rotten planks : Do you misdoubt 
This sword, and these uiy wounds ? Let the Egyptians. 
And the Phcenicians, go a ducking ; we 
■Have used to conquer, standing on the earth, 
And fighting foot to foot. 

Ant. Well, well, away. [Exe. Ant. Cleo. and En 

Sold. By Hercules, I think, I am i'the right 

Can, Soldier, thou art : but his whole action grows 
Not in the power on't :' So our leader's led, 
And we are women's men. 

Sold. You keep by land 
The legions and the horse whole, do you not ? 

Can. Marcus Octavius, Marcus Justeius, 
Publicola, and Caelius, are for sea : 
But we keep whole by land. This speed of Caesar's 
Carries beyond belief.* 

Sold. While he was yet in Rome, 
His power went out in such distractions,^ as 

flVThat if, his wliole conduct becomes nnffoverned liy tbe rig^t or hy rttm 
JOHNSON. Cmidius means to say, His whow conduct in the war is not fimnd 
upon that which is his greatest strenjjth, (namely, liis land^roe^ bat on the ouprl 
of a woman, wlio wislMS tliat he sliovud figlit by sea. BiALONE. 
m Perhaps Ois phrase is fh>m archery. STEEVEN& 

^ DiMriHCisM— dctechmcnts, separate bodies. JOHNSON. 
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kBegoil'd all spies. 
Can. Who's his lieutenant^ hear you ? 
Sold, They say, one Taurus. 
Can. Well I know the man. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mes. The emperor calls for Canidius. 
Can. With news the time's with lahour, and throes forth, 
Each minute, some. [Exeunt, 

SCENE VIII. 

A Plain near Actium, Enter C^sar, Taurus, Officers^ and 

others. 

C(Bs. Taurus, — 

Taur. My lord. 

Cobs. Strike not by land ; keep whole : 
Provoke not battle, till we have done at sea. 
Do not exceed the prescript of this scroll : 
Our fortune hes upon this jump.* [Exeunt. 

Enter Antony and Enobarbus. 

Ant. Set we our squadrons on yon' side o'tlie liillj 
Jn eye of Caesar's battle ; from which. place 
We may the number of the ships behold, 
And so proceed accordingly. [Exeunt. 

Enter Canidius, marching with his land army one way over 
the stage : and Taurus, the lieutenant of Cjesar, the other 
way, ' After their going in, is heard the noise of a sea- 
■fight* Alarum, iic-cntcr Enobarbus. 

Eiw. Naught, naught, all naught ! I can behold no Ipn- 
ger : 
The Antoniad, the Egyptian admiral,' 
With all their sixty, fly, and turn the rudder ; 
To see't> mine eyes are blasted. 

Enter Scarus. 

Scar, Gods, and goddesses, 
All the whole synod of them ! 
Eino,. What's thy passion ? 



[4] jMNp---Iiacani. So, in Madteth ; 

' " ibin 

POPE. 



WeM jvmm the'Ufe to com^** STEEVENS. 

\JSl Th JiitMMiP-wbich Plutarch Mjf) wai the name of Gl^patm's ihii 
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Scar. The greater cantle of the world^ is loit 
With very ignorance ; we have kiss'd away 
Kingdoms and provinces. 

JSio. How appears the fi^t ? 

Scar. On our side Uke the token'd pestilence,' 
Where death is sure. Yon' ribald-rid nag of Egy|>t,^ 
Whom leprosy o'ertake !^ i'the midst of the fight,-'^ 
When vantage like a pair of twins appeared, 
Both as the same, or rather ours the elder, — 
The brize upon her,* hke a cow in June, 
Hoists sails, and flies. 

Eno. That 1 beheld : mine eyes 
Did sicken at the sight on't, and could not 
Endure a further view. 

Scar. She once being loof 'd,' ' 
The noble ruin of her magic, Antony, 
Claps on his sea- wing, and like a doating mallard^ 
Leaving the fight in height, flies after her : 
1 never saw an action of such shame ; 
Experience, manhood, honour, ne'er before 
Hid violate so itself. 

Eno. Alack, alack ! 

Enter Canidius. 

Can. Our fortune on the sea is out of breath, 
\nd sinks most lamentably. Had our general 
Been what he knew himself, it had gone well : 
O, he has given example for our flight, 
iMost grossly, by his own. 

Eno, Ay, are you thereabouts ? Why then, good nigl 
Indeed. [Asidt 

Can. Towards Peloponnesus are they fled. 

Scar. 'Tis easy to it ; and there I will attend 
What further comes. 

Can. To Caesar will I render 



[S] CantU-'-B. irfece or lamp. POPE. Cantle is rather a corner. Cesar, in Xh 
pfay, mentions the three-noek^d world. Of this triangular world every triumvir hi 
u comer. JOHNSON. 

m ^Token^d, spotted. JOHNSON. 

The death of those visited by the plague was certain, when particular Mniptioi 
appeared on the skin ; and these were called Chtd^s tokmt. STEEVENS. 

[8] A Rib«dd—)M a lewd fellow. Ton rihald^d ntv, means ** yxm strumpet who 
«ommon to eveiy wanton fellow." STEEVENS. 

[9] £Mr0iy— an qridemicaLdistemper of the Egyptians*, to whidi Horace profai 
biy aUuoes in the controverted line- 



li] 



Contaminato cum grege tun^um 

Mortw virarom. JOHNSON.* 

The hrix9 or oestrum, the fly that stings cattle. JOHNSON. 

To lo0f is to bring a ship close to the wind. STEEVENS. 
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legions, and inj horse ; six kings already 
iw me the way of yielding. 
Eno, rU yet follow 
file wounded chance of Antony,* though my reason 
Its in the wind against me. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. 

^exandria» A room in the Palace, Enter Antony and 

Attendants, 

Ant, Hark, the land hids me tread no more upon't, 
t is asham'd to bear me ! — Friends, come hither, 

am so lated in the world,^ that I 
Bave lost my way for ever : — I have a ship 
Laden with gold ; take that, divide it ; fly. 
Iknd make your peace with Caesar. 

Att. Fly ! not we. 

Ant, 1 have fled myself ; and have instructed cowardi 
To run, and show their shoulders. — Friends, be gone ; 
! have myself resolv'd upon a course, 
liV^hich has no need of you ; be gone : 
My treasure's in the harbour, take it, — O, 
I follow'd that 1 blush to look upon : 
My very hairs do mutiny ; for the white 
Reprove the brown for rashness, and they them 
tor fear and doating. — Friends, be gone ; you shall 
Have letters from me to some friends, that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not sad. 
iNor make replies of loathness : take the hint 
Which my despair proclaims ; let that be left 
Which leaves itself: To the sea-side straightway : 
I will possess you of that ship and treasure. 
Leave me, I pray, a little •• 'pray you now : — 
Nay, do so ; for^ indeed, I have lost command,* 
Therefore I pray you ; — I'll see you by and by. 

[Sits doTum, 

Kfiter Eros, and Cleopatra led by Charmian and Iras. 
Eros. Nay, gentle madam, to him : — Comfort him.- 

[S] I know not whether the author, who loves to draw his inuget from the spott% 
uf the field, iniefat not have writteo. 

The wounded iA(i«r of Antony, 

The allusion is to a deer wounded and chased, whom all other deer avoid. ** I wHV 
<:av4 Enobarbus, follow Antony, tho' cliased and wounded." JOUr^SON. 

Ill Alluding to a benijrbted traveller. JOHNSON. 

■•'«] I am not master oimy own emotions. J0IIN80N. 
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Iras, Do, moat dear queen. 

Char. Do ! wny, what ebe ? 

Cleo, Let me sit down. O Juno J 

Jlnt, No, no, no, no, no. 

Eros. See you here, sir ? 

Ant, O fye, fye, fye. 

Char, Madam, — 

Iras, Madam ; O good empress ! — 

Eros, Sir, sir, — 

Ant, Yes, my lord, yes ; — He, ut Philippi, kept 
llis sword even like a dancer ;® while I struck 
The lean and wrinkled Cassius ; and 'twas I, 
That the mad Brutus ended :' he alone 
Dealt on lieutenantry,® and no practice had 
In the brave squares of war : Yet now — No matter. 

Cleo, Ah, stand by. 

Eros, The queen, my lord, the queen. 

Iras, Go to him, madam, apeak to him ; 
He is unqualitied with very sh «me. 

Cleo, Well then, — Sustain me: — O ! 

Eros, Most noble sir, arise ; the queen approaches ; 
Her head's declin'd, and death will seize her ; but^ j 

Y^our comfort makes the rescue. 

Ant, I have offended reputation ; 1 

A most unnoble swerving. 

Eros, Sir, the queen. 

Ant, O, whither hast thou led me, Egypt ? See, 
How I convey my shame out of thine eyes 

[6] In the Morisco, and perbap? anciently in the Pyrrhick dance, the dancers held 
swords m their hands with the |K»inU upward. JOHNSON. 

I believe it means that Caesar never (liTered to draw hJR sword, but kept it in tlkC 
Kcabbard, like one who dances witli a sword «)n. which was fornwriy the casioro in 
England. STEEVEN8. Bertraro, lanK-nnnfr rhat he is kept from the tcarf, 
sayi — 

" I sh^ stay here the foreborse ro a smock. 
Creaking my shoes on the plain masonry. 
Till honour be bought up, and no atvoni vjom^ 
But one to dnncr with.** 
The word zoom shows that in both passages our author was thinkings of the En. 
gUfth, and not of the Pyrrhick. or the Mor&o. dance, (as Dr. Johnson supposed^ in 
which the sword was not worn at the side, tiut held in the hand with the point up- 
ward. MALONE. '^ 
7] Mbthing can be more in character, than for an infamous debauched tyrant to 
cafi the heroic love of one's country and public liberty, madness. WARBURTON. 

[8] I know not whether the meaning is, that (:.>8ar acted only as lieutenant a( 
Pmhiqpl, or dtat he made his attempts only on lieutenants, and left the generals to 
Antony. JOHNSON. Dealt on lieutenancy, I believe, means oafyy—Zought by > 
jnaxv. made war by his lieutenants, or on the strength of his lieutenants. 
[9] But hu here, the force of except, or unless. JOIINSON. 
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Wb looking back on what I have lefl behind 
Pkoy'd in. dishonour 

CUo. O my lord, my lord I 
Borgive my fearful sails ! 1 little thought, 
K on would have foUow'd. 

Ant. Egypt, ihou knew'st too well; 
Iffy heart was to thy rudder tied by the strings,* 
jud thou shouldst tow me after : O'er my spirit 
Mhj fbU supremacy thou knew'st ; and that 
khy beck might from the bidding of the gods 
Command me. 
• Cleo, O, my pardon. 

Ant. Now I must 
To the young man send humble treaiies, dodge 
And palter in the shifts of lowness ; who 
With half the bulk o'the world play'd as I pleased. 
Making, and marring fortunes. You did know, 
How much you were my conqueror ; and that 
My sword, made weak by my affection, would 
Obey it on all cause. 

Cleo. O pardon, pardon. 

Ant. Fall not a tear, 1 say ; one of them rates 
.^11 that is won and lost : Give me a kiss ; 
Bven this repays me. — We sent our schoolmaster, 
[s he come back ? — Love, 1 am full of lead : — 

Some wine, within there, and our viands : ^Fortune 

knows, 
^e scorn her most, when most she offers blows. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE X. 

v£SAr's Camp^ in Egypt. Enter C^sar, Dolabella^ 

Thyreus, and others. 

Caa9. Let him appear tli<«t''o come from Antony.— * 
Cnow you him ? 

Dol\ Caesar, 'tis his schoolmaster :' 
in argument that he is phick'd, when hither 
ie sends so poor a pinion of his wing, 
rVhich had superfluous kings for messengers, 
!^ot many moons gone by. 

rsn That is, by the heart-striiig. JOHNSON. 

[S] Ue was schoolmaster to Antonyms ckiXdrm by Cleopatra. MALONE. 



i 
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Enter £ufhroniu8. 

CtEj. Approach, and speak. 

Eup. Such as I am, I come from Antony : 
I was of late as petty to his ends. 
As is the mom-dew on the myrtle leaf 
To his grand sea. 

Qbs, Be it so ; Declare thine office. 

Eup, Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Eoypt : which not granted, 
He lessens his requests ; and to thee sues 
To let him hreathe between the heavens and earth, 
A private man in Athens : This for him. 
Next, Cleopatra does confess thy greatness ; 
Suhmits her to thy misjht ; and of thee craves | 

The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs,* 
Now hazarded to thy grace. 

Cces. For Antony, 
I have no ears to his request. The queen 
Of audience, nor desire, shall fail ; so she 
From Egypt drive her all-disgraced friend. 
Or take his life there : This if she perform, 
She shall not sue unheard. So to them hoth. 

Eup, Fortune pursue thee ! 

Cces, Bring him through the hands. [Eocit £uf. 

To try thy eloquence, now 'tis time : Despatch ; 

[To Thyreus. 
From Antony win Cleopatra : promise. 
And in our name, what she requires ; add more, 
From thine invention, pft'ers : women are not. 
In their best fortunes, strong ; but want will perjure 
The ne'er-touch'd vestiil. Try thy cunning, Thyreus : 
Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we . 
Will answer as a law. 

Thyr, Caesar, I go. ' 

CcM, Observe how Antony becomes his flaw ;* 

And what thou think'st his very action speaks 

In every power that moves. 

Thyr, Caesar, I shall. [Exeunt, 



[^ 



The ctrc/e—fhe diadem * the ensign of royalty. JOHNSON. 

i. e. how Antony confonos himseu to this breach of his fortune. JOHNSON. 
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SCENE XL 



^^AJexofiJrta. A Room in the Palace. Enter Cleopatra, 

Enobarbus, Charmian, and Iras. 

. Cleo. What shall we do, Enobarbus ? 

Eno. Think, and die.^ 

Cleo. Is Antony, or we, in fault for this ? 

Eno. Antony only, that would make his will 
Lord of his reason. What although you fled 
l^rom that great face of war, whose several ranges 
F'righted each other ? why should he follow ? 
The itch of his aiTection should not then 
Have nick'd his captainship ; at such a point, 
M'lien half to half the world oppos'd, he being 
The meered question :^ 'Twas a shame no less 
Than was his loss, to course your flying flags, 
And leave his navy gazing. 

Cleo, Pr'ythee, peace. 

Enter Antony, with Eufhronius. 

Ant. Is this his answer ? 

Eup. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. The queen 
Shall then have courtesy, so sh« will yield 
Us up. ^ 

Eup. He says so. 

Ant. I^et her know it. — 
To the boy Caesar send this grizzled head. 
And he will fill thy wishes to the brim 
Witli principalities. 

Cleo. That head, my lord ? 

Jhit. To him again ; Tell him, he wears the rose 



[6] Sir T. Haonier md»^Drmk and die. I adhere to the old reading, whick may 
be supported by the following passage in Julius Casar : 
u „ ^11 Qg^i he Clin do 

Is to himself; take thought, and die for Giesar." 

Mr. ToUrt observes, tibot tlie expression of taking thought, in our old Enelish 
writers, Is equlTaleat to the being anxious or solicitous, or laving a thing much to 
haait. Bo, says he, it is used in our translations of The New Testament, Matthew vi. 
35. Ice STEE VEKS. Think and die. .-—Consider what mode of ending }-our life 
Is most praferable, and immediately adopt it. HENLEY. 

[7] Aure— is a boundary, and the mured juetfion, if it can mean any thing, nay, 
with some violence of language, mean, the disputed boundai^- JOHNSON. 
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Of youth Upon him ; from which, the world should liotB 

Something particular : his coin, ships, legions. 

May he a cowftrd^s ; whose ministers would prevafl 

Under the service of a child, as soon 

As i'the command of Caesar : 1 dare him therefore 

To lay his gay comparisons apart. 

And answer me decUn'd, sword against sword,* 

Ourselves alone : I'll write it ; follow me. 

[Exeunt Antony and Euphronixts. 
Elno. Yes, like enough, high-hattled Caesar will 
Unstate his happiness, and he stag'd to the show' 
Against a sworder. — I see, men's judgments are 
A parcel of their fortunes ; and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them. 
To suffer all alike. That he should dream. 
Knowing all measures, the full Caesar will 
Answer his emptiness ! — Caesar, thou hast suhdu'd 
His judgment too. • 

Enter an Attendant. 

Att, A messenjr,cr from Caesar. 

Cleo. What, no more ceremony ? — See, my women ! — 
Against the bJown rose may they stop their nose, 
That kneel'd unto the buds. — Admit him, sir. 

Eno, Mine honesty, and I, begin to square. [Aside, 

The loyalty, well held to fools, does- make 
Our faith mere folly :' — ^Yet, he, that can endure 
To follow with allegiance^ fallen lord. 
Does conquer him that dicThis master conquer, 
And earns a place i'the story. 

Enter Thyreus. 

Cleo, Caesar's will ? 

Thyr, Hear it apart. 

Cleo, None but friends ; say boldly. 

Thyr. So, haply, are they friends to Antony. 

En^, He needs iis many, sir, as Caesar has ; 
Or needs not us. If Caesar please, our master 
Will leap to be his friend : For us, you know, 
WTiose he is, we are ; and that's, Caesar's. 

[8] I require ot Oesar not to depend on that superiority whicli the eompariaon of 
«ur dUTerent fortunes may exhibit to him, but to answer me man to man, ia tUf de> 
dine of my age or power. JOHNSON. 

[91 ExUblted, like gladiators, to the public gaze. UENLET. 

[l] Enobarbos u deUberatinr upon desertion, and finding it is more prudent to 
fomkc a fooL and more reputable to be faithmlto him, malies no positive cooduaion. 

JOHNSON. 
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Tkyr. So. — 
Thus then, thou most renown'd ; Caesar entreats^ 
Not to consider in what case thou stand'st, 
Further than he is Caesar.' 

Cleo,. Go on : Right royal. 

T%yr, He knows, that you emhrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you fear'd him. 

Cleo. O! 

Thyr. The scars upon your honour, therefore, he 
Does pity, as constrained blemishes, 
Not as deserv'd. 

Cleo. He is a god, and knows 
What is most right : Mine honour was not yielded, 
But conquer'd merely. 

Eno. To be sure of that, [Aside. 

I will ask Antony. — Sir, sir, thou'rt so leaky, 
That we must leave thee to thy sinking, for 
Thy dearest quit thee. [Exit Eno. 

Thyr, Shall I say to Caesar 
What you require of him ? For he partly begs 
To be desir'd to give. It much would please him, 
That of his fortunes you should make a staff 
To lean upon : 

But it would warm his spirits. 
To hear from me you had left Antony, 
And put yourself under his shrowd, 
The universal landlord. 

Cleo, What's your name ? 

Thyr. My name is Thyreus. 

Cleo, Most kind messenger. 
Say to great Caesar this. In disputation 
I kiss his conquering hand :^ tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my crown at his feet, and there to kneel : 
Tell him, from his all-obeying breath I hear 
The doom of Egypt. 

TJiyr, 'Tis your noblest course. 
Wisdom and fortune combating together, 
If that the fortner dare but what it can. 
No chance may shake it. Give me grace to lay 

(S3 That is, "Cesar intreats. that at the same time you consider your desperau: 
SbitcaatB, you would consider he is Cesar :-* That is. generous and forgfring. toie unA 
wiUingto restore them. WARBURTON. 

£3] The poet certahily wrote: 

6ay to great Cesar this, In deputation 
I Idss Ml conquering hand: 
llMit Is, by inrexT ; I depute you to pay him that duty in my name. WARB. 
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Jf J doty on yonr hand/ 

Cleo. Yoar CaBsar's father 
Oft, when he hath mus'd of taking kingdoms in, 
Bestow 'd his lips on that unworthy place, 
As it rain'd kisses. 

Re-enter Antony and Enobarbus. 

Ant, Favours, by Jove that thunders ! — 
What art thou, fellow ? 

Thyr. One, that but performs 
The bidding of the fullest man, and worthiest 
To have command obey'd. 

Eno. You will be whipp'd. 

Ant. Approach, there : — Ay, you kite ! — ^Now gods and 
devils ! 
Authority melts from me : Of late, when I cry'd ho /, 
Like boys unto a muss,* kings would start forth, 
And cry, Your mill ? Have you no ears ? I am 

Enter Attendants, 
Antony yet. Take hence this Jack, and whip him. 

Eno. 'Tis better playing with a lion's whelp, 
Than with an old one dying. 

Ant, Moon and stars ! 
Whip him : — Were't twenty of the greatest tributaries 
That do acknowledge Caesar, should I find them 
So saucy with the hand of she here, (What's her name, 
Since she was Cleopatra ?) — Whip him, fellows. 
Till, like a boy, you see him cringe his face, 
And whine aloud for mercy : Take him hence. 

Thyr. Mark Antony, — 

Ant, Tug him away : being whipp'd, 
Bring him again : — This Jack of Caesar's shall 
Bear us an errand to him. — 

[Exeunt Attend, with Thtrefs; 
You were half blasted ere I knew you : — Ha ! 
Have I my pillow left unpress'd in Rome, 
Forborne the getting of a lawful race, 
And by a gem of women, to be abus'd 
By one that looks on feeders ?^ 



]/S\ Gruit me the finronr. JOHNSON. [5] A miiM, a scramble. POPS. 

[6] A fieeden or an eater, was, anciently die term of reproach fi»r a HmaA. One 
who kKdu on weden^ is one who throws away her regard on wrTaBt%mieb •• Antooy 
would represent ThjTeus to be. Thus, in Cymk/tne ; 
« ....... t hat base wretch. 

One bred of alms, and fostered trith col d dishw , 
The fcry scraps o^he court." STEEYSMo. 
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deo. Good my lord, — 

Jhii. YoD have been a boggier ever :— - 
But when we in our viciousness grow hard, 
(O misery on't !) the wise gods seal our eyes ; 
In our own filth drop our clear judgments ; make us 
Adore our errors ; laugh at u», while we strut 
To our confusion. 

deo. O, is it come to this ? 

.^lU. I found you as a morsel, cold upon 
Dead Caesar's trencher : nay, you were a fragment 
Of Cneius Pompey's ; besides what hotter hours, 
Unregister'd in vulgar fame, you have 
Luxuriously pick'd out : — For, I am sure, 
Though you can guess what temperance should be, 
You know not what it is. 

Cleo. Wherefore is this ? 

^nt. To let a fellow that will take rewards. 
And say, God quit you ! be familiar with 
My play fellow, your hand ; this kingly seal, 
And plighter of hij^h hearts ! — O, that I were 
Upon the hill of Basan, to outroar 
The horned herd I' for I have savage cause ; 
And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A haltcrM neck, which does the hangman thank 
For boii.-^- yare about him. — Is he whipp'd ? 
Re-enter Attendants, with Thyreus. 

1 Att, Soundly, my lord. 

Ant, Cry'd he ? and begg'd he pardon ? 

1 Att. He did ask favour. 

Ant, If that thy father live, let him repent 
Thou wast not made his daughter : and be thou sorry 
To follow Caesar in his triumj^h, since 
Thou hast been whipp'd for following him : henceforth, 
The white hand of a lady fever thee. 
Shake thou to look on't. — Get thee back to Caesar, 
Tell him thy entertainment : Look, thou say. 
He makes me angry with him : for he seems 
Proud and disdainful ; harping on what I am ; 
Not what he knew I was : he makes me angry ; 
And at thb ti me most easy 'tis to do't ; 

[11 It Is not without nity mmI indigmtkm tbat tbe raader of this cnat poet meeis 
so oiUd with this low jest, whldi is too much a ftrouriu to be wft bat of either 
niith or fiurv. JOHNSON. The idcaofthe AotimiI AertfwaseughtfhMi AAi 
xxU. 13: *i HaiiT oaen are come aboat me: flit taOi of Bema dose me ia ob entf 
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When my good stars, that were my fonner goides, 

Have empty left their orbs, and shot their fires 

Into the abism of hell. If he mislike 

My speech, and what is done ; tell him, he has 

Hipparchus, my enfranchis'd bondman, whom 

He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture, 

As he shall Uke, to quit me :* Urge it thou : 

Hence, with thy stripes, begone. [Exit TuTiaxM, 

Cleo. Have you done yet ? 

Ant, Alack, our terrene moon 
Is now eclipsM ; and it portends alone 
The fall of Antony ! 

Cleo, I must stay his time. 

Ant. To flatter Caesar, would you mingle eyes 
With one that ties his points ? 

Cleo. Not know me yet ? 

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me ? 

C2eo. Ah, dear, if I be so, 
From my cold heart let heaven engender hail, 
And poison it in the source ; and the first stone 
Drop in my neck : as it determines,^ so 
Dissolve my life ! The next Caesarion smite V 
Till, by degrees', the memory of my womb, 
Together with my brave Egj'ptians all. 
By the discandying of tliis pelleted storm, 
Lie graveless ; till the flies and gnats of Nile 
Have buried them for prey ! 

Ant. I am satisfied : 
Caesar sits down in Alexandria ; where 
I will oppose his fate. Our force by land 
Hath nobly held ; our sever'd navy too 
Have knit again, and fleet,' threat'ning most sea-like. 
Where hast thou been, my heart ? — Dost thou hear, lady ? 
If from the field 1 shall return once more 
To kiss these lips, I will appear in blood ; 
I and my sword will earn our chronicle ; 
There is hope in't yet. 

Cleo. That's my brave lord ! 

Ant. I will be treble-sinew'd, hearted, breath'd, 
And fight maliciously : for when mine hours 



To refMiy me tbig iasult i to requite me. JOHNSON. 

^ ^ D§Urmmi, tfaat is, diwolTes. M. MASON, 

i] CwirieB WM Mm to Cleopatn bv Ju Hnt Oewir. STEE V* 

x\ fVeeC it the oM word for^oAf. TTRWHITT. 
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Were nice' and lucky, men did ransome lives 
Of me for jests ; but now, I'll set my teeth, 
And send to darkness all that stop me. — Come, 
Let's have one other gaudy night :* call to me 
An my sad captains, fill our bowls ; once more 
Let's mock the midnight bell. 

Cleb. It is my birth-day : 
I had thou^t, to have held it poor ; but, since my lord 
Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. 

Jint. We'U yet do well. 

Geo. Call sdl his noble captains to my lord. 

Ant. Do so, we'll speak to them ; and to-night I'll force 
The wine peep through their scars. — Come on, my queen i 
There's sap in't yet. The next time I do fight, 
I'll make death love me ; for I will contend 
Even with his pestilent scythe. 

[Exeunt Ant. Cleo. and Attend. 

Eno, Now he'll out-stare the lightning. To be furiom, 
Is, to be frighted out of fear ; and in that mood. 
The dove will peck the estridge ; and I see still, 
A diminution in our captain's brain 
Restores his heart. When valour preys on reason; 
It eats the sword it fights with. I will seek 
Some way to leave him. [Exit, 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — Cjesar's Camp at Alexandria, Enter CjESar, 
reading a letter ; Agrippa, Mecjenas, and others, 

Ccts, He calls me boy ; and chides, as he had power 
To beat me out of Egypt : my messenger 
He hath whipp'd with rods ; dares me to personal combat, 
Cesar to Antony : Let the old ruffian know, 
I have many other ways to die ; mean time, 

fS] iViiet— fleemi to be, Just fit for my parpose^ agreeable to ray wish. Bo ire 
TUfikriy lay of any thing that is done better than was expected, it is nice, 
^ ^ , JOHNSON. 

[4] This is still as epitliet bestowed on feast days In the colleges of ehh«r oniver. 
sity. BT££VEN8. Goaidy, or Grand Days in the Inns of court, are four in flke 
year, Ascension day, Midsummer day, All-saints day, and Candlemas day. REBIK 
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Langfa at his challenge.' 

Mtc* CaBsar must think,^ 
When one so great begins to rage, he^s hanted 
Eyen to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his distraction :^ Never anger 
Made good guard for itself. 

CkB8, Let our best heads 
Knoff , that to-morrow the last of many battles 
We mean to fight : — Within our files tiiere are 
Of those that serv'd Mark Antony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See it be done ; 
And feast the army : we have store to do't. 
And they have earn'd the waste. Poor Antony ! 

[Exemt. 

SCENE II. 

Mfxandria, A Room in the Palace. Enter Antony, Cleo- 
patra, Enobarbus, Charmian, Iras, Alexas, and''6tkers. 

Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitius. 

Eno. No. 

Ant. Why should he not ? 

Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune. 
He is twenty men to one. 

Ant. To-morrow, soldier. 
By sea and land I'll fight : or I will Uve, 
Or bathe my dying honour in the blood 
Shall make it live again. Woo't thou fight well ? 

JS^. I'll strike ; and cry, Take all.* 

Ant. Well said ; come on. — 
Call forth my household servants ; let's to-night, 

[5] What a reply is tliis to Antony's challenge f 'tis acknowledged that he should 
cUe under the unequal combat ; but if we read — 

Ht hath many other ways to die : mean time, 
i laugh at his challenge. 

In fldi leadinff we hare poigoanqr, and the very repartee of Caesar. Let*s hen* Plo- 
tardi. After this, Antony sent a challenge to Cesar, to fight him hand to band, nod 
reoeiTOd for answer, that he might ^nd teverai other wayt to end his life. UPtX)N. 
Most indisputably this is the sense of Plularch, and given lo in the modem transla- 
tioot) but Shakespeare was misled by the amUguitj (^ the old one. FARMER. 

£6] Read: 

Caesar needt must think. RIT80N. 

m Tidte advantage of. JOHNSON. 

[f] iet fte nrvivor take all. No composition, vietory or ^eatk. JOHNSOX. 
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ErUer Servants, 
Be bounteous at our meal. — Give me thy hand, 
Thou hast been rightly honest ; — so hast thou ;— 
And thou ; — and thou, — ^and thou : — ^you have serv'd me 

well, 
And lungs have been your fellows. 

CUo. What means this ? 

Eno. [Aside,] 'Tis one of those odd tricks, which sor- 
row shoots 
Out of the mind. 

AfU. And thou art honest too. 
I wish, 1 could be made so many men ; 
And all of you clapped up together in 
An Antony ; that 1 might do you service, 
So good as you have done. 

Serv. The gods forbid ! 

Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on me to-night : 
Scant not my cups ; and make as much of me. 
As when mine empire was your fellow too, 
And suffer'd my command. 

Geo. What does he mean ? 

Eno, To make his followers weep. 

Ant. Tend me to-night ; 
May be, it is the period of your duty ; 

Haply, you shall not soo mo more ; of if, 

A mangled shadow : perchance, to-morrow 
You'll serve another master. I look on you, 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honest friends. 
I turn you not away ; but, like a master 
Married to your good service, stay till death : 
Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no more. 
And the gods yield you for't ! 

EfM. What mean you, sir. 
To give them this discomfort ? Look, they weep j 
And I, an ass, am onion-ey'd :* for shame, 
Transform us not to women. 

Ant. Ho, ho, ho !* 

[1] IliaTeiD7^eriirMIof~tau« as If they bad been frettad by ^JJoHifgON 

[2] That is, stop, or desist So, In Chaucer, The Knighta Tate, v. 1706, edit 

1776: 

(* This dttk his courser with his sporres smote, 
Aod at a stert he was betwixt hem two. 
And polled oat a swerd, and tried, ko I 
No more, up peine of lestng of your bed." 
And in Myrreur of good Mannenf Ambition is compared to 

«* The saclw msatiabl«, , „ „ nnmtn^v 

The sacke without bottome, which never can say Aa." H. WHITfc. 
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Now the witch take me, if I meant it thus ! 

Once grow where those drops fall ! My hearty friends, 

Ton take me in too dolorous a sense : 

I spake to you for comfort ; did desire you 

To hum this night with torches : Know, my hearts, 

I hope well of to-morrow ; and will lead you, 

Where rather I'll expect victorious life, 

Than death and honour.^ Let's to supper ; come, 

And drown consideration. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 

The same. Before the Palace, Enter two Soldiers to their 

guard. 

1 Sold. Brother, good-night : to-morrow is the day. 

2 Sold. It will determine one way : fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing strange about the streets ? 

1 Sold. Nothing : What news ? 

2 Sold. Behke, 'tis but a rumour : 
Good night to you. 

1 Sold. Well, sir, good night. 

Enter two other Soldiers. 

2 Sold. Soldiers, 
Have careful watch. 

3 Sold. And you : Good night, good night. 

[The first two place themselves at their posts. 

4 Sold. Here we : ^They take their posts.] and if to- 

morrow 
Our navy thrive, I have an absolute hope 
Our landmen will stand up. 

3 Sold, 'Tis a brave army, 
And full of purpose. 

[Mu^c of hautboys under the stage^ 

4 Sold. Peace, what noise ? 
1 Sold. List, list ! 

tSold. Hark! 

1 Sold. Music i'the air. 

3 Sold. Under the earth. 

4 Sold, It signs well,* 
Does't not ? 

3 Sold. No. 

1 Soli. Peac e, I say. What should this mean ? 

[8] That ia, an hoDoorable death. UPTOV. 

[4] That li, it is a good sipi, it bodes weU, Ice. STEEVENS. 
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2 Sold. 'Tis the god Hercules, whom Antony lov'd, - 
Now leaves him. 

1 Sold. Walk ; let's see if other watchmen 

Do hear what we do. [^cy advance to another post^ 

2 Sold. How now, masters ? 
Sold. How now ? 

How now ? do you hear this ? [Several speaking together. 
1 Sold. Ay ; is't not strange ? 

3 Sold. Do you hear, masters ? do you hear ? 

1 Sold. Follow the noise so far as we have quarter ; 
Let's see how 'twill give off. 

Sold, [several sp£aking.'\ Content : 'Tis strange. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

Hie same, A Room in the Palace. Enter Antony and 
Cleopatra ; Charmian, and others, attending. 

Ant. Eros ! mine armour, Eros ! 

C2eo. Sleep a little. 

Ant. No, my chuck. — -Eros, come ; mine armour, Eros I 

Enter Eros, with armour. 
Come, my good fellow, put thine iron on ; — 
If fortune be not ours to-day, it is 
Because we brave her. — Come. 

Geo. Nay, I'll help too. 
What's this for ? 

ArU. Ah, let be, let be ! thou art 
The armourer of my heart : — False, false ; this, this. 

Qeo. Sooth, la, I'll help : Thus it must be. 

Ant. Well, well ; 
We shall thrive now. — See'st thou, my good fellow ? 
Go, put on thy defences. 

Eros. Briefly, sir.* 

Geo. Is not this buckled well ? 

Ant. Rarely, rarely : 
He that unbuckles this, till we do. please 
To doflPt for our repose^ shall hear a storm.— 
Thou fumblest Eros ; and my queen's a squire' 
More tight at this, than thou : Despatch. — O love. 
That thou couldst see my wars to-day, and knew'st 
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That is, quicUy, dr. JOHNSON. 

TodoJTia to A> o^, to put oC r STEEVEN& 
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The royal occapation ! thoa shouldst see 

Enter an Officer armed* 
A workman in't. — Good-morrow to thee ; welcome : 
Thou look'st like him that knows a vrarlike charge : 
To hnsiness that we love, we rise hetime, 
And go to it with delight. 

1 Q^. A thousand, sir, 

Early though it he, have on their riveted trim, 

And at the port expect you. [ShotU. Trvmpets. Flouruh. 

Enter other Officers and Soldiers, 

2 Off^, The morn is fair. — Good-morrow, general. 
AIL Good-morrow, general. 

Ant. 'Tis well hlown, lads. 
This morning, like the spirit of a youth 
That means to he of note, hegins hetimes. — 
So, so ; Come, give me that : this way ; well said. 
Fare thee well, dame, whatever becomes of me : 
This is a soldier's kiss ; rebukable, [Kisses her. 

And worthy shameful check it were, to stand 
On more mechanic compliment ; I'll leave thee 
Now, like a man of steel. — You, that will fight, 
Follow me close ; I'll bring you to't. — ^Adieu. 

[Exeunt Ant. Eros, Officers and Soldiers, 

Char. Please you, retire to your chamber ? 
~ Cleo. Lead me. 

He goes forth gallantly. That he and CaBsar might 
Determine this great war in single fight ! 
Then, Antony, — But now, — Well, on, [Exeunt 

SCENE V. 

Intony's Camp near Alexandria. Trumpets sound. Enter 
Antony and ErOs ;. a Soldier meeting them. 

Sold. The gods make this a happy day to Antony ! 

Ant. 'Would^ thoU and those thy scars had once pre - 
vail'd 
To make me fight at land 1 

Sold. Hadst thou done so, 
The kings that have revolted, and the soldier 
That has this morning left thee, would have still 
FoUow'd thy heels. 

Ant. Who's gone this morning ? 

Sold. Who? 
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One ever near thee : Call for Enobarbns, 
He shaU not hear thee ; or from Caesar's camp 
Say, / Offi none of thine. 

Ant. What eay'st thou ? 

Sold. Sir, 
He is with Caesar. 

Eros, Sir, his chests and treasure 
He has not with him. 

Ant. Is he gone ? 

Sold. Most certain. 

Ant. Go, Eros, send his treasure after ; do it j 
Detain no jot, I charge thee ; Write to him 
'(I will subscribe) gentle adieus, and greetings : 
Say, that I wish he never find more cause 
To change a master. — O, my fortunes have 
Corrupted honest men : — ^Eros, despatch. lExeunt, 

SCENE VI. , 

Cjesar's Camp before Alexandria. Flourish. Enter CfSAR, 
with Agripfa, Enobarbus, and othcra, 

Cces. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight ; 
Our will is, Antony be took alive ; 
Make it so known. 
' Agr. Caesar, I shall. [Exit 

Cms. . The time of universal peace is near : 
Prove this a prosperous day, the three-nook'd world. 
Shall bear the- olive freely.^ 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mes. Antony 
Is come into the field. 

Cces. Go, charge Ag:rippa 
Plant those that have revolted in the van, 
That Antony may seem to spend his fury 
Upon himself, [Exeunt Cjesar and his train. 

Eno. Alexas did revolt ; and went to Jewry, 
On affairs of Antony ; there did persuade 
Great Herod to incline himself to Caesar, 

n] 1. e. shall spring up erery where spontaneously and without culture. WARB. 

To bear does not mean to produce^ but to eofrv; and the vaeudae i% that tiie. 
world shall then enjoy the blessings of peace, of which olire brandies were tbt. 
embiera. The success of Augustus could not so change the nature of tilings^ ai t» 
make the olive-tree grow without coltiim in all climataa, but it shut the gates of &m 
taraptetyf Janus. M. MASON. 

Vol, VIII. G2 
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And leave his master Antony : for this pauu, 
Cesar hath hang'd him. Canidius, and the rest 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No honourable trust. I have done ill ; 
Of which I do accuse myself so sorely, 
That I will joy no more. 

Eiiter a Soldier of Cjesar. 

Sold. Enobarbus, Antony 
I lath after thee sent all thy Ireasure, with 
Mis bounty overplus : The messenger 
Came on my guard ; and at thy tent is now, 
f '"^nloading of bis mules. 

E)io. I give it you. 

Sold. Mock me not, Enobarbus. 
I tell you true : Best tliat you saf 'd the bringer 
Out of the host ; I must attend mine office. 
Or would have done't myself. Your emperor 
^«ontinues still a Jove. [Exit. 

Eno. I am alone the villain of the earth. 
And feel I am so most. O Antony, 
Thou mine of bounty, how wouldst thou have paid 
flfv better service, when my turpitude 
Thou dost so crown with gold ! This blows my heart :* 
ff swift thought break it not, a swifter mean 
Shall out-strike thought f but thought will do't, I feeL 
I fight against thee ! — No : I will go seek 
Some ditch, wherein to die ; the foul'st best fits 
My latter part of life. [Exit. 

SCENE VII. 

Field of Battle hetxioeen the Camps. Alarum. Drums and 
Trumpets. Enter Agrippa, and others. 

Jtgr. Retire, we hav« engag'd ourselves too far : 
Cassar himself has work, and our oppression' 
Exceeds what we expected. [Exeunt. 

Alarum. Enter Antony, and Scarus wounded. 

Scar. O my brave emperor, this is fought indeed ! 
Had we done so at first, we had driven them home 

[81 This generality, (lays EnobarbusO swells my heart, so that it will ool^y 
break, if tboagbt brealcltiKit, a swiiter mean—. JOHNSON. 
To htum means to jnt^or noelU STEEVENS. 

f» 7*A«iffA<, in this passage, as in many others. signiAes tne/ondko/y. KALOXE. 
[IJ Opprmon im opposition. WARBURTON. . 
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With clouts about their heads. 

Ant. Thou bleed'st apace. 

Scar. I had a wound here that was like a T, 
But DOW 'tis made an H. 

Ant. They do retire. 

Scar, We'll beat 'em into bench-holes : I have yet 
Room for six scotches more. 

Enter Eros. 

Eros. They are beaten, sir ; and our advantage serves 
For a fair victory. 

Scar, Let us score their backs, . 
And snatch 'em up, as we take hares, behind ; 
'Tia sport to maul a runner. 

Ant, I will reward thee 
Once for thy spritely comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar, ril halt after. {/Sxeura 

SCENE VIII. 

Under the Walls of Alexandria. Alarum. Enter Axttovt, 
marching ; Scarus, and Forces. 

Ant, We have beat him to his camp ; Run one befora^ 
And let the queen know of our guests.* — To-morrow, 
Before the sun shall see us, we'll spill the blood 
That has to-day escap'd. I thank you all ; 
For doughty-handed- are you ; and have fought 
Not as you serv'd the cause, but as it had been 
Each man's like mine ; you have shown all Hectors, 
Enter the city, clip your wives,' your friends. 
Tell them your feats ; whilst they with joyful tears 
Wash the congealment from your wounds, and kiss 
The honour'd gashes whole. — Give me thy hand ; 

[To Scarus. 
Enter Cleopatra attended. 
To this great fairy I'll commend thy acts,* 
Make her thanks bless tliee. — O thou day o'the world, 
Chain mine arm'd neck ; leap thou, attire and all, 

[2] Antony, afiter his succeas, intends to bring Us officers to sup with OlMpfttra 
and orders notice to be given of their guests^ JC^NSON. 

[S] To dip is to embrace. 8TEEVEN8. _ ^ 

[4] Mr. Upton has well obsenreU, ymry, which Dr. Warburton and afar T. Baft>» 

■ler explain by IncAanlresr^ coonpriiafr the Mta of pow«r and baanty. 

. JOHKSipiU 
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Through proof of harness^ to my heart, and there 
Ride on the pants triumphing. 

deo. Lord of lords ! 
O infinite virtue ! com'st thou smiling from 
The world's great snare^ uncaught ? 

Ant. My nightingale, 
We have beat them to their beds. What, girl ? thou^ 

grey 
Do something mingle with our brown ; 3'et have we 
A brain that nourishes our nerves, and can 
Get goal for goal of youth.^ Behold this man ; 
Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand ; — 
Kiss it, my warrior : — He hath fought to-day, 
As if a god, in liatc of mankind, had 
Destroy'd in such a shape. 

Qeo. I'll give thee, friend, 
An armour all of gold ; it was a king's. 

Ant, He has deserv'd it, were it carbuncled 
Like holy Phcebus' car. — Give me thy hand ; 
Through Alexandria make a jolly march ; 
Bear our hack'd targets hke the men that owe them :* 
Had our great palace the capacity 
To camp this host, we would all sup together ; 
And drink carouses to the next day's fate, 
Which promises royal peril. — Trumpeters, 
With brazen din blast you the city's ear ; 
Make mingle with our rattling tabourines ; 
That heaven and earth may strike their sounds together^ 
Applauding our approach. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. 
Cesar's Camp. Sentinels on their post. Enter Enobarbus. 

1 Sold. If we be not reliev'd within this hour, 
We must return to the court of guard : The night 
Is shiny ; and, they say, we shall embattle 

By the second hour i'the morn. 

2 Sold. This last day was 
A shrewd one to us. 

[51 That b, armour of proof. Hamoii^ Fr. Amcse^ IiaL STEEVEN8. 

[6j That if, the war. 8 in th e ll6th Psalm: " The nuret of deMk «iainpiHMd 
ma ronadahoat." 8TEEVEN6. ' ' 

[7] At allpl^yflof barriCTs, theboaodanr it called a fMlf to wmagoMf, Is to be 
iapehor is a coDteit of aetlTity. JOHNSON. 

{8] Bear our luuAM targets with n^rit and exaltation, such as becooMS the brave 
warriors that own tbem : JOUNSOlf. 
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Eno. Oy bear me witness, night, — 
3 Sold. What man is this ? 

2 Sold, Stand close, and list to him. 

Eno. Be witness to me, O thou blessed moon, 
When men revolted shall upon record 
Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbua did 
Befi>re thy face repent ! 

1 Sold. Enobarbus ! 

3 Sold. Peace ; 
Hark further. 

Eno. O sovereign mistress of true melancholyy 
The poisonous damp of night disponge upon me f 
That life, a very rebel to my will. 
May hang no longer on me ; Throw my heart 
Against the flint and hardness of my fault ; 
Which, being dried with grief, will break to powder. 
And finish all foul thoughts. O Antony, 
Nobler than my revolt is infamous. 
Forgive me in thine own particular ; 
But let the world rank me in register 
A master-leaver, and a fugitive ; 
O Antony ! O Antony ! [Dies 

2 Sold. Let's spedk 
To him. 

1 Sold, Let's hear liim, for the things he speaks 
Mav concern Caesar. 

3 Sold. Let's do so. But he sleeps. 

1 Sold. Swoons father ; for so bad a prayer as his 
Was never yet for sleeping. 

2 Sold. Go we to him. 

3 Sold. Awake, awake, sir ; speak to us. 

2 Sold. Hear you, sir ? 

I Sold. The hand of death has raught him.' Hark, the 
drums [Drums afar off". 

Demurely wake the sleepers :' Let's bear him 
To the court of guard ; he is of note : our hour 
Ifl fully out- 

3 Sold. Come on then ; 

He may recover yet. [Exeunt with the body. 

[9] That is, discharge, as a 90Nfe, when squeezed, dischars^ .the moistnrstt 
iMd imbibed. Bo, in Handei t **^->ltls but t^ptuxing yon, and, Jpmfc, you shall h* 
dry again.** BTEEVENS. 

Til -AaMfiU is the ancient preterite of the verb to rtach. STEEVENS. 

JDcnmre^ for solemnly. WARBURTON. 
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SCENE X. 

Bitween the two Cemps. Enter Antony and ScAauB, wiA 

Forces^ marching. 

Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea ; 
We please them not by land. 

Scar. For both, my lord. 

Ant. I woold, they'd fight i'the fire, or in the air ; 
We'd fight there too. But this it is ; Oar foot 
Upon the hills adjoining to the city 
Shall stay with us : order for sea is given ; 
They have put forth the haven : Further on, 
Where their appointment we may best discover. 
And look on their endeavour. [Exeunt. 

Enter CjESar, and his Forces, marching. 

Cms. But being charg'd, we will be still by land, 
Which, as I take't, we shall ;* for his best force 
Is forth to man his gallies. To the vales. 
And hold our best advantage. [Exeunt. 

Re-enter Antont and Scarus. 

Ant. Yet they're not join'd : Where yonder pine does 
stand, 
I shall discover all : I'll bring thee word 
Straight, how 'tis Uke to go. [Eocit, 

Scar. Swallows have bmlt 
In Cleopatra's sails their nests : the augurers 
.Say, they know not, — ^they cannot tell ; — look grimly, 
And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant, and dejected ; and, by starts. 
His fretted fortunes give him hope, and fear, 
Of what he has, and has not. 

[Alarum afar qff^y as at a sea-Jigkt. 
Re-enter Astohy. 

Ant. All is lost ; 
This foul Egyptian hath betray'd me : 
My fleet hath yielded to the foe ; and yonder 
Tliey cast their caps up, and carouse together 

[4] That it, nnlen we be chargM we will remain quiet at land, which quiet Imd- 
MM we ahaU keej^ Bvt heinj dkarg^ was a phrase of that time, eqaivaleDt ft> wi- 
Inr we k. w ARBURTON. 

*^But ^mjt Mr. Lambe, in his notes on the ancient meCrieal histonr of The BmlOe 

dch sense it is often used in tlie North. **BooCi 

CoUeetiM ^f SeWg Pmerh§: **~-IIe coidd eat 

'whitings hd Immm.* Art is fW>m the Saxon Bvamt. 

BTEEVENSi 



•f FM«Mj signilies witkeuty^ in which 
Mspon." Vnlg. Asaln, in Kelly's Co2i 
■w hnt nit* Agab : **B9 gave me whitlnj 
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Like friends long lost. — Triple-tum'd whore !^ 'tis thon 

Hast sold me to this novice ; and my heart 

Makes only wars on thee. — Bid them all fly ; 

For when I am reveng'd upon my charm, 

I have done all ; — ^Bid them all fly, hegone. [Exe. Scar. 

O sun, thy uprise shall I see no more : 

Fortune and Antony part here ; even here 

Do we shake hands. — All come to this ? — The hearts 

That spanielM me at heels, to whom I gave 

Their wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets 

On blossoming Caesar ; and this pine is bark'd, 

That over-topp'd them all. Betray'd I am : 

O this false soul of Egypt ! this grave charm,® — 

Whose eye beck'd forth my wars, and call'd them home ; 

Whose bosom was my crownet, my chief end, 

Like a right gipsy, hath, at fast and loose ,^ 

Beguil'd me to the very heart of loss.® — 

What, Eros, Eros ! 

Enter Cleopatra, 

Ah, thou spell ! Avaunt. 

Cleo. Why is my lord enrag'd against his love ? 

Ant. Vanish ; or I shall give thee thy deserving. 
And blemish Caesar's triumph. Let him take thee, 
And hoist thee up to the shouting Plebeians : 
Follow his chariot, like the greatest spot 
Of all thy sex ; most monster-like, be shown 
For poor'st diminutives, to dolts ; and let 
Patient Octavia plough thy visage up 

[5] Clet^tra was first the mistress of Julius Csesar, then of Gneius Poinpej, and 
afterwards of Antony. , To this, I think, the epithet lripU-t\uv?d alludes. So, iB k 
former scene : 

** I found you as a morsel, cold upon 
Dead C&esar's trencher \ nay, you are a fragment 
Of Cneius Pompey.** 
Mr. ToHet supposed that'CIeopatra had been mi)!tress to Ponipey the Great ; but her 
lover was his eldest son, Cneius Pompey. MALOI^E. 

[6] I beliere CTavt* charm means deadly, or destructive piece of witchcraft. lu 
this sense the epithet grave is often used by Chapman in his transtation of Homer. 

STEEVENS. 

[7] There is a kind of pun in this passage, arising from the corruption of the wont 
Efyptian into gipsy- The old law-boolu term such persons as ramble about the 
rountry, and pretend skill in palmistry and fortune-telUnff, Egifptumt. Fast and 
Io9H to a term to signify a cheating game, of which the following is a description. 
A lealbem belt is made up into a number of intricate folds, and placed edgewise 
upOD a table. One of Ihe folds is made to resemble the middle of the girdle, so that 
imMver should thrust a skev^er into it would think he held it &st to the table *, wh«r»- 
•s, when be has so done, the person with whom he idays may takelmld of both •ndsi 
fend draw it away. This trick Is now known to the commori peo|de,by the name of 
wricking at tke b«/l or rml/e, andperhaps was practised by the Qypsies in the lime of 
Bhakcmeare. SIR J. HAWKINS. 

[9] To the utmoet loss possihle. J0H5S0N. 
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With her prepared nails.' [Exit Cleopatra.] 'Ti« weH^ 

thou'rt gone ; 
If it be well to live : But better 'twera 
Thou fell'st into my fury, for ooe death 
Might have prevented many. — Eros, ho ! — 
The shirt of Nessus is upon me : Teach me, 
Alcides, thou mine ancestor, thy rag^ ; 
Let me lodge, Lichas, on the horns o'the moon ;* 
And with those hands, that grasp'd the heaviest club, 
Subdue my worthiest self. The witch shall die ; 
To the Roman boy she hath sold me, and I fall ^ 

Under this plot : she dies for't. — ^Eros, ho ! [Exit 3 

SCENE XL 1 

Alexandria. A Roam in the Palace. Enter Cleopatra, ^ 
Charmian, Iras, and Mardian. ; 

Cleo. Help me, my women ! O, he is more mad 
Than Telamon for his shield f the boar of Thessely 
Was never so emboss'd.^ 

Char, To the monument ; 
There lock yourself, and send him word you are dead. 
The soul and body rive not more in parting. 
Than greatness going off. 

Cleo. To the monument : — 
Mardian, go tell him I have slain myself ; 
Say, that the last I spoke was, Antony, 
And word it, pr'ythee, piteously : Hence, 
Mardian ; and bring me how he takes my death. — 
To the monument. [Exeunt, 

SCENE XII. 

The same. Another Room. Enter Antony and Eros. 

Ant. Eros, thou yet behold'st me ? 

Ei'os. Ay, noble lord. 

.flnt. Sometime, we see a cloud that's dragonish ; 
A v:ipour, sometime, like a bear, or lion, 
A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock, 
A forked mountain, or blue promontory 

[11 i. o. vfiOk naib wbkh she Miifered to crow for this purpose. WARBURTON. 

[2] ThU image our poet seems to have taken ft-oro Seneca's Heradeij who sayst 
L^dias briog lannehaa Into the air, sprinkled the douds with his blood. Sofrikodes, 
on the mbe pecarton, talks at a much soberer rate. WARBURTON. 

[31 That is, than A4ax Telamon tw the armour of AckSles, the most valuable part 
of wbUt was tba mUd. The boar of Tbessaly wasdw boarldlled by Heleager. 

STEEVENS. 

[41 Emlkott'd-^ bnntinr term: when a deer is hard ran, and foams at tha nouttt, 
he is «kl to be iaUmi, ^lANMER. 
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repLth trees aponH^ that nod unto the worlds 
|kd mock our eyes wkh air : Thou hast seen these sigos ; 
liey are black vesper's pageants.' 
£ros. Ay, my lord. 

Aiu. That, which is now a horse, even with a thought^ 
jhe rack dislimns f and makes it indistinct, 
9 water is in water. 
Eros, It does, my lord. 
Ant. My good knave, Eros, now thy ci^tain is 
tven such a body : here I am Antony ; 
*ct cannot hold this visible shape, my knave. 
r, made these wars for Egypt ; and the queen, — 
^hose heart, I thought, I had, for she had mine ; 
^hich, whilst it was mine, had annex'd unto't 
. k million more, now lost, — she, Eros, has 
^ack'd cards with Caesar, and false play'd my glory 
Jnto an enemy's triumph. — 
|7ay, weep not, gentle Eros ; there is left us 

Enter Mardian. 

Burselves to end ourselves. — O, thy vile lady i 
le has robb'd me of my sword. 
; Mar, No, Antony ; 

lly mistress lov'd thee, and her fortunes mingled 
iVith thine entirely. 

Ant, Hence, saucy eunuch ; peace ; 
6he hath betray'd me, and shall die the death. 

Mar, Death of one person can be paid but once ; 
And that she has discharged : What thou wouldst do.. 
Is done unto thy hand ; the last she spake 
Was, Antony ! most noble Antony ! 
Then in the midst a tearing groan did break 
The name of Antony ; it was divided 
Between her heart and lips : she render'd life, 
Thy name so buried in her. 

Ant, Dead then ? 

Mar, Dead. 

Ant, Eros, unarm ; the long day's task is done. 
And we must sleep : — That thou depart'st hence safe, 
Does pay thy labour richly ; Go. — Oflf, pluck off ; — 
The seven-fold shield of Ajax cannot keep [Exit Mardian. 
The battery from my heart. O, cleave, my sides ! 

[5} The beauty both of the exprewion and the alhukm is lost, onlesa we refx>neet 
'•he trequency and the nature of these shoivs ill Shaketpeare^s age. T. WARTON. 
[G] i. e. the flcetii^ a\ray of the cUhuU destroys the i^ure. STESVENS. 

1 1 Vol. VIII. 
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Heart, once be stronger than thy continent, 

Crack thy frail case ! — Apace, Eros, apace. — » 

No more a soldier : — Bruised pieces, go ; 

You have been nobly borne. — From me a while.— 

1 will overtake thee, Cleopatra, and [Eocit Erm 

Weep for my pardon, ^o it must be, for now 

All length is torture : — Since the torch is out, 

liie down, and stray no further : Now all labour 

Mars what it does ; yea, very force entan^es 

Itself with strength : Seal then, and all is done .• 

Kros ! — 1 come, my queen : — Eros \ — Stay for me : 

Where souls do couch on flowers, we'll hand in hand, 

And with our sprightly port make the ghosts gaze : 

Dido and her ^ne:us shtdl want troops. 

And all the haunt be ours. — Come, Eros, Eroa ! 

Re-enter Eros. 

Eros, What would my lord ? 

Ant, Since Cleopatra died, 
L have liv'd in such dishonour, that the gods 
Detest my baseness. I, that with my sword 
Quartered the world, and o'er green Neptune's back 
With ships made cities, condemn myself, to lack 
The courage of a woman ; less noble mind 
Than she, which, by her deuth, our Caesar tells, 
/ am conqueror of myself. Thou art sworn, Eros, 
That, when the exigent should come, (which now 
Is come, indeed,) when I should see behind me 
The inevitable prosecution of 
Disgrace and horror, that, on my command, 
Thou then wouldst kill me : Do't ; the time is come ^ 
Thou strik'st not me, 'tis Caesar thou defeat'st. 
Vni colour in thy cheek. 

Eros, The gods withhold me ! 
Shall I do that, which all the Parthian darts, 
Though enemy, lost aim, and could not ? 

Ant, Eros, 
Wouldst thou be window'd in great Rome, and see 
Thy master thus with pleach 'd arms,® bending down 
His corrigible neck,' his face subdu'd 

[8] Metaphor taken from civil contracts, wLere, when aii is agreed on, the wmlhig 
completes toe contract; ao he hath determined to die, and nothue remained bnt t» 
give the stroke. WAR BURTON. 

I lielieve the readin^^ is : See/ then, and all in done. — 

To teef. kaakt is to clow their eves. JOHNSON. 

[9] PUaeh*d armf—arnis f<il(le<'l iu each other. JOHNSON. 

i 1 J CorrifibU for corrected, an afUrivards penetrative for penetrating. STEEVENS. 
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Po penetrative shame ; whilst the wheel'd seat 
9f fortanate Cassar, drawn before him, branded 
QBb baseness that ensued ?* 

Eros. I would not see't. 

Jtnt. Come then ; for with a wound I must be cur'd, 
E>raw that thy honest sword, which thou hast worn 
Most useful K)r thy country. 

Eros. O, sir, pardon me. 

ArU. When I did make thee free, swor'st thou not then 
'3*0 do this when I bade thee ? Do it at once ; 
Or thy precedent services are all 
But accidents unpurposed. Draw, and come. 

Eros. Turn from me then that noble countenance, 
l¥herein the worship of the whole world lies. 

Ant. Lo thee. [Turning from Woi. 

Eros. My sword is drawn. 

Ant. Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou hast drawn it. 

Eros. My dear master. 
My captain, and my emperor ! let me say, 
Before I strike this bloody stroke, farewell. 

Ant. *Ti8 said, man ; — and farewell. 

Eros. Farewell, great chief. Shall 1 strike now ? 

Ant. Now, Eros. 

Eros. Why, there then : [Falls on hds sword,} 

ThxL\ do I escape the sorrow 

Of Antony's death. [Dies. 

Ant. Thrice nobler than myself! 
Thou teachest me; O valiant Eros, what 
I should, and thou couldst not. My queen and Eros 
Have, by their brave instruction, got upon me 
A nobleness in record : But I will be 
A bridegroom in my death, and run into't 
As to a lover's bed. Come then ; and, Eros, 
Thy master dies thy scholar ; to do thus 

[FalHng on his sword. 
I leam'd of thee. How ! not yet dead ? not dead ? — 
The guard ! — ^ho ! — O, despatch me. 

Enter Dercetas and Guard. 

1 Guard. What's the noise ? 

Ant. I have done my work ill, friends ; O, make an end 
Of what I have begun. 

2 Guard. The star is fallen. 



[2] The poor cooqoercd wretch that followed. JOHNSON. 
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1 Guard. And time is at his period. 

All. Alas, and woe ! 

ArU. Let him that loves me, strike me dead. 

1 Guard. Not I. 

2 Guard. Nor I. 

3 Guard. Nor any one. [Exeunt G 
Der. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers flj 

This sword but shown to Cssar, with this tidings, 
•Shall enter me with him. 

Enter Diomedcs. 

Dio, Where's Antony ? 

Der. There, Diomed, there. 

Dio. Lives he ? 
Wilt thou not answer, man ? [Ekcit Derc 

Ant. Art thou there, Diomed ? Draw thy swor^ 
Suihcing strokes for death. [gv 

Dio. Most absolute lord. 
My mistress Cleopatra sent me to thee. 

Ant. When did she send thee ? 

Dio. Now, my lord. 

AfU. Where is she ? 

Dio. Lock'd in her monument. She had a prophc 
Of what hath come to pass : for when she saw 
(Which never shall be found,) you did suspect 
She had disposed with Caesar, and that your rage 
Would not be purg'd, she sent you word she was des 
But, fearing since how it might work, hath sent 
Me to proclaim the truth ; and I am come, 
I dread, too late. 

Ant. Too late, good Diomed : Call my guard, I pr'y 

Dio. What, ho ! the emperor's guaird ! The g 
Come, your lord calls. [what. 

Enter some of the Guard. 

Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra bide 
'Tis the last service that 1 shall command you. 

1 Cfuard. Woe are we, sir, you may not live to wc 
All your true followers out. 

All. Most heavy day ! 

Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not please sharp fat 
To grace it with your sorrows : bid that welcome 
Which comes to punish us, and we punish it 
Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up : 
I have led you ofl ; carry me now, good friends, 
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SCENE XIIL 

^V same. A Monumeftt. Enter abaroe^ CLBOPiTBA. 

Charmiait, and Iras. 

€760. O Charmian, I will never go from hence 
t i^ OMr. Be comforted, dear madam, 
jr Cleo, No, I will not : 
* <JU1 strange and terrible events are welcome, 
^t comrorts we despise ; our size of sorrow 
Froportion'd to our cause, must be as great 

Enter Diomedes. 
As that which makes it. — How now ? is he dead ? 
Dio. His death's upon him, but not dead. 
^_ Look out o'the other side your monument, 
2 Bis guard have brought him thither. 

r- Enter Antony, home by the Guard, 

Cleo. O thou sun, 
Bum the great sphere thou mov'st in ! — darkling stand 
The varying shore o'the world !^ — O Antony ! 
Antony, Antony I — Charmian, help ; help, Iras ; 
Help, friends below ; let's draw him hither. 
^ Ant. Pe;ice : 

jfc Not Caesar's valour hath o'erthrown Antony, 
But Antony's hath triumph'd on itself. 

Cleo, So it should be, that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony ; but woe 'tis so ! 

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, flying ; only 
I here im]>ortune death a while,* until 
Of many thousand kisses the poor last 
1 lay upon thy lips. — 

Cleo. 1 dnre not, dear, 
(Dear my lord, pardon,) I dare not. 
Lest I be* taken :^ not the imperious show 
Of the full'fortun'd Caosar ever shall 



\S\ According to the philosoplqr which {NrevaOed from tbe age of ArtetoUe tm thai 
of Soakesnearc, and long since, the sun was a planet, and wa« whirled roiUKl iht 
earth by the nkition of a solid sphere in which it was fixed. — If the sua tiiereforr 
was to set fire to the sphere, so as to consume it. the coaaeqnenee must be. duit itiHt 
for want of support, must drop tlirough, and wander in enoless space ; and in this ease 
the earth would be involved in endless night HEATH. 

[4] I soUeie destfa to delay *, or, I trsuUc death by keeping Urn in waHhir^ 

[5] Kr. Theobald amends tliis passage by adding to the end of Antony^ speech— 
CwN^dswn. His Insertion seems mi^toeed, and should be placed at the end of the 
nextlbiebiit one. I would therefore read: 
I kf upon thy iipa 

CVea. I dare not, dear, 
(Deer niy lord, pardon,) I date not earns damn. RITSON. 
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Be broochM with me ;^ if knife, drugs, serpents, baie 
Edge, sting, or operation, I am safe : 
Your wife Octavia, with her modest eyes. 
And still conclusion,' shall acquire no honour 
Demuring upon me. — But come, come, Antony, — 
Help me, my women, — ^we must draw thee up ; — 
Assist, good friends. 

Ard. O, quick, or I am gone. 

Cleo, Here's sport, indeed !• — ^How heavy weighs my lo 
Our strength is all gone into heaviness. 
That makes the weight : Had I great Juno's power, 
The strong-wing'd Mercury should fetch thee up, 
And set thee by Jove's side. Yet come a little, — 
Wishers were ever fools : — O, come, come, conae ; 

[They draw Antont 
And welcome, welcome ! die, where thou hast liv'd : 
Quicken with kissing ; had my lips that power, 
Thus would 1 wear them out. 

AIL A heav^- sight ! 

Ant, I am dying, Egypt, dying : 
Give me some wine, and let me speak a little. 

Cleo. No, let me speak ; and let me rail so high, 
That the false housewise Fortune break her wheel, 
Provok'd by my offence. 

AnL One word, sweet queen : 
Of CsBsar seek your honour, with your safety. — O ! 

Oeo. They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle, hear me : 
None about Caesar trust, but Proculeius. 

Cleo. My resolution, and my hands, I'll trust ; 
None about Caesar. 

Ant. The miserable change now at my end, 
Lament nor sorrow at : but please your thought^, 
In feeding them with those my former fortunes 
Wherein I liv'd, the greatest prince o'the world. 
The noblest : and do now not basely die, 
Nor cowardly ; put off my helmet to 
My countryman, a Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquish'd. Now, my spirit is going ; 

[6] BroochVl in the text, means adorned, as it has been properly expbdaed b^ 
Steevens. A brooch is always an ornament i wheUier a buckle or pin for the In 
hat, or hair, or whatever other shape it may assume A broachis a s^t: 
spires of chvrdies are Uliewise so called in the northern counties, as Bai 
broach. RTTSON. 

(71 Sedate determination *, silent co<riness of resolution. JOHNSON. 

(n I suppow the roeaninjr of these Untiife words is, hert't trifling, yvu d( 
trora in ctnut. JOHNSON. 
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3 can no more. [Dies. 

CXeo, Noblest of men, woo't die ? 
Hast thoQ no care of me ? shall I abide 
lathis dull world, which in thy absence is 
No better than a stye ? — O, see, my women, 
The crown o'the earth doth melt : — My lord ! — 
O, withered is the garland of the war, 
The soldier's pole is fallen ;^ young boys, and girls, 

level now with men : the odds is gone, 
And there is nothing left remarkable 
Beneath the visiting moon. [She faints 

Char, O, quietness, lady ! 
Iras. She is dead too, our sovereign. 
Char, Lady, — 
Iras. Madam, — 

Char, O madam, madam, madam ! 
Iras, Royal Egypt ! 
Empress ! 

Cluir, Peace, peace, Iras. 

Cleo, No more but e'n a woman ;* and commanded 
By such poor passion as the maid that milks. 
And does the meanest chares.^ — It were for me 
To throw my sceptre at the injurious gods ; 
To tell them, that this world did equal theirs, 
Till they had stolen our jewel. All's but naught ; 
Patience is sottish ; and impatience does 
Become a dog that's mad : Then is it sin. 
To rush into the secret house of death. 
Ere death dare come to us ? — How do you, women ? 
What, what ? good cheer ! Why, how now, Charmian '. 
My noble girls ! — ^Ah, women, women \ look, • 
Our lamp is spent, it's out ; — Good sirs, take heart : — 

\To the Guards beloin 
We'll bury him : and then, what's brave, what's noblo, 
Let's do it afler the high Roman fashion, 
And make death proud to take us. Come, away : 
This case of that huge spirit now is cold. 
Ah, women, women ! come ; we have no friend 
But resolution, and the briefest <end. 

[Exeunt; those above bearing c;^ Antony's body, 

J He at whom the soldier* pointed as at a pageattt held hi^ for ohtervatlon. 
I have no more of my wonted greatness, hot am even a woman on the lerri 
other women ; where I what I once was, 
-~— It were for me 

To throw my sceptre, kc JOHNSON. . 

(9] That is, taskwoiik Hence our term chan^oonum, STEEVSNS. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. — Cesar's Caimp before Alexandria, filter Cm- 

8AR, AORIPFA, DOLABBLLA, MeCJERAS» GaLLUB, PftOCV- 

LEIU8, and others, 

CcM, Go to him» Dolabella, bid him yield ; 
Being so frustrate, tell him, he mocks us by 
The pauses that he makes. 

Dot, Cssar, I shall. [Exit Dolabella. 

Enter Dercetas, Ttnth the tword ^Astovy, 

Cas. Wherefore is that ? and what art thou, that dar'st 
Appear thus to us ? 

jber. I am call'd Dercetas ; 
Mark Antony I serv'd, who best ^as worthy 
Best to be serv'd : whilst he stood up, and spoke, 
He was my master ; and I wore my life. 
To spend upon his haters : l£ thou please 
To take me to thee, as 1 was to him 
I'll be to CaBsar ; if thou pleasest not, 
I yield thee up my life. 

Cas, What is't thou say'st ? 

Der. I s:iy , O Cassar, Antony is dead. 

Qes. The breaking of so great a thing should make 
A greater crack : The round world should have shook 
Lions into civil streets,' 

And citizeiis to their dens : — The death of Antony ' 
Is not a single doom ; in the name lay 
A moiety of the world. 

Der. He is dead, Caesar ; 
Not by^a public minister of justice. 
Nor by a hired knife ; but that self hand, 
Which writ his honour in the acts it did. 
Hath, with the courage which the heart did lend it, 
Splitted the heart.— This is his sword ; 
I robb'd his wound of it ; behold it stain'd 
With his most noble blood. 

Ob8, Look you sad, friends ? 
The gods rebuke me, but it is a tidings 
To wash the eyes of kings. 

Agr, And strange it is. 
That nature must compel us to lament 

[1] ItUniibere isaUne lost, afterwhieb it itinTMiiitofoinqiDMt Tke mae 
MODf to bave been this : " The round world aboold bave mook, and tfib great al- 
•tntSonortlwsjatemof tUnnihoaldiendlioitBlBlofllraet|,aiideHistniiito<' ** 
TbmlfMiMStin,butitisbiuniba]MlTloleat JOHMBON. 
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Oar most persisted deeds. 

Afec. His taints and honours 
Waged equal with him.*' 

Ailx* ^ rarer spirit never 
Did steer humanity : but you, gods, will give us 
Some fiiults to make us men.— -Caesar is touch'd. 

Afec. When such a spacious mirror's set before him. 
He needs must see himself. 

Gk9. O Antony ! 
I have followed ti^ee to this ; — ^But we do lance 
Diseases in ojir bodies : 1 must perforce 
Have shown to thee such a dechning day, 
Or look on thine ; we could not stall together 
In the whole world : But yet let me lament. 
With tears as sovereign as the blood of hearts. 
That thou, my brother, my competitor 
In top of all design, my mate in empire, 
Fnend and companion in the front of war, 
The arm of mine own body, and the heart 
Where mine his thoughts did kindle, — ^that our stars, 
Unreconcilable, should divide 
Our eqoalness to this. — Hear me, good friends, — 
But I will teU you at some meeter season ; 

Enter a Messenger. 
The business of this man looks out of him. 
We'll hear him what he says.— ^Whence are you ? 

Mes, A poor Egyptian yet. The queen my mistress^ 
Confin'd in all she has, her monument. 
Of thy intents desires instruction ; 
That she preparedly may frame herself 
To. the way she's forced to. 

C<B8. Qid her have good heart ; 
She soon shall know of us, by some of ours. 
How honourable and how kindly we 
Determine for her : for Caesar cannot live 
To be ungentle. 

Mes. So the gods preserve thee ! [Exit 

Gobi. Come hither, Proculeius ; Go, and say, 
We purpose her no shame : give her what comforts 
The quality of her passion shall require ; 
Lest, in her greatness, by some mortal stroke 
She do defeat us : for her life in Rome 

[2] Reid wtigk with the second folio, where it is misspelt my. RTTSON. 

Vol. VIII. H 
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Would be eternal in our triumph : Go, 

And, with your speediest, bring us what slie says, 

And how you find of her. 

Pro, Caesar, I shall. [Exit Proc. 

Ges. G alius, go you along. — Where's Dolabella, \ 

'I'o second Proculeius ? [Exit GALimt 1- 

Agr, Mec. Dolabella ! I 

Cos, Let him alone, for I remember now 1 

How he's emploj'ed ; he shtdl in time be ready. 
<T0 with me to my tent ; where you shall see 
I low hardly I w;!S drawn into this war ; 
How calm and gentle I proceeded still 
In all my writ in j^ : Go with me, and see 
What 1 can show in this. [Exewt. 

SCENE II. 
Alexandria, Jl Room in the Monument. Enter Cleopatri, 

CiiAR3iiAN, and Iras. 

Cleo, My desolation does begin to make 
A better life : 'Tis paltry to be Caesar ; 
Not being fortune, he's but fortune's knave, 
A minister of her will ; And it is great 
To do that thing that ends all other deeds ; 
Which shackles accidents, and bolts up change ; 
Which sleeps, and never palates more the dung, 
The beggar's nurse and Caisar's.* 

Enter, to the Gates of the Monument, Proculeius, Gallus, 

and Soldiers. 

Pro, Caesar sends greeting to the queen of Egypt ; 
And bids thee study on what fair demands 
Thou mean'st to have him grant thee. 

Cleo, [Within.'] What's thy name ? 

Pro. My name is Proculeius. 

Cleo. [Within.] Antony 
Did tell me of 3'ou, bade me trust you ; but 
I do not greatly care to be decciv'd. 
That have no use for trusting. If your master 
Would have a queen his beggar, you must tell him, 
That majesty, to keep decorum, must 
No less beg than a kingdom : if he please 

[4] The difBcultj of the paifao^e, if any fUfficnlty there be, arises fironi this, thftt the 
act of suicide, aiid the state which is the rflbct of suicide, are confounded. Volon* 



tarf deatli, says she. is an act wUich holts up rAons^ ; it produces a state, 
ffkich sleeps^ and never valates mi 
The beggar^s nwrsty ana Ccsar*t. 



Which has no longer need of the gross and terrene sustenance, in the use of which 
Ocsar and tbe l)cggar are ou a level. The speech Is abrupt, but pertintatio& Ic 
sudk a state is sureir natural. J Oil .N';SON 
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To give me conquer'd Egypt for my son, 
He gives me so much of mine own, as I 
Will kneel to him with thanks. 

Pro, Be of good cheer ; 
You are fallen into a princely hand, fear nothing : 
Make your full re'ference freely to my lord, 
Who is so full of grace, that it flows over 
On all that need. Let me report to him 
Your sweet dependency ; and you shall find 
A conqueror, that will pray in aid for kindness, 
Where he for grace is kneel'd to. 

Geo, [Within.'] Pray you, teU him 
I am his fortune's vassal, and 1 send him 
The greatness he has got.* 1 hourly learn 
A doctrine of obedience ; and would gladly 
Look him i'the face. 

Pro, This I'll report, dear lady. 
Have comfort ; for, 1 know, your plight is pitied 
Of him that caus'd it. 

Gal, You see how easily she may be surprised ; 
[Here Proculeius, and two of the Guards ascend the Monu- 
ment by a ladder placed against a window^ and having 

descended, come behind Cleopatra. Some of the Guard 

unbar and open the gates. 
Guard her till Caesar come. [To Pro. and Chmrd. Ex, Gal. 

Ircts, Royal queen ! 

Char, O Cleopatra ! thou art taken, queen U — 

C2eo. Quick, quick, good hands. [Drawing a dagger. 

Pro, Hold, worthy lady, hold : [Seizes and disarms her. 
Do not yourself such wrong, who are in this 
Relieved, but not betray 'd. 

Cleo, What, of death too. 
That rids our dogs of languish ?• 

Pro, Cleopatra, - 
Do not abuse my master's bounty, by 
The undoing of yourself : let the world see 
His nobleness well acted, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 

Geo. Where art thou, death ? 
Come hither, come ! come, come, and take a queen 
Worth many babes and beggars. 

Pro. O, temperance, lady ! 

CUo. Sir, 1 will eat no meat ; I'll not drink, sir : 

T6\ X allcyw Mm to beny oonquotir *, I owa his superiority with cooipltte sidMiiis- 
uon. JOHNSON. [q For languUht I think we may read mtgwk, JOHNSON 
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If idle talk will once be necessary, 

m not sleep neither : This mortal house PU ruiD, 

Do Caesar what he can. Know, sir, that I 

Will not wait pinion'd at your master's court : 

Nor once be chastis'd with the sober eye 

Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoist me up, 

And show me to the shouting varletry 

Of censuring Rome ? Rather a ditch in Egypt 

Be gentle grave to me ! rather on Nilus' mud 

Lay me stark naked, and let the water-flies 

Blow me into abhorring ! rather make 

My country's high pyramides my gibbet, 

And hang me up in chains ! 

Pro, You do extend 
These thoughts of horror further than you shall 
Find cause in Caesar. 

Enter Dolabella. 

DoL Proculeius, 
What thou hast done thy master Cassar knows, 
And he has sent for thee : as for the queen, 
I'll take her to my guard. 

Pro, So, Dolabella, 
It shall content me best : be gentle to her. — 
To Caesar I will speak what you shall please, [To C 
If you'll employ me to him. 

Cleo. Say, I would die. [Eoce, Procul. and Sold 

Dol, Most noble empress, you have heard of me ? 

Geo, I cannot tell. 

Dol, Assuredly, you know me. 

Cleo, No matter, sir, what I have heard, or known 
You laugh, when boys, or women, tell their dreams ; 
Is't not your trick ? 

DoL I understand not, madam. 

Cleo, I dream'd, there was an emperor Antony ; — 
O, such another sleep, that I might see 
But such another man ! 

DoL If it might please you, — 

Cleo, His face was as the heavens ; and therein si 
A sun, and moon ; which kept their course, and ligl 
. The little O, the earth. 

DoL Most sovereign creature, — 

Oeo. His legs bestrid the ocean ; his rear'd arm 
Crested the world : his voice was propertied 
Ai all the tuned spheres, and that to finends ; 
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But when he meant to quail and shake the 4>rb, 
*He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty, 
There was no winter in't ; an autumn 'twas, 
That grew the more by reaping : His delights 
Were dolphin-Uke ; they showM his back above 
The element they liv'd in : In his livery 
Walk'd crowns, and crownets ; realms and islands were 
As plates dropp'd from his pocket.^ 

Vci, Cleopatra, 

CUo, Think you, there was, or might be, such a man 
As this I dream'd of? 

Dol, Gentle madam, no. 

Cleo, You lie, up to the hearing of the gods. 
But, if there be, or ever were one such, 
It's past the size of dreaming : Nature wants stuff 
To vie strange forms with fancy ; yet, to imagine 
An Antony, were nature's piece 'gainst fancy. 
Condemning shadows quite. 

Dol, Hear me, good madam : 
Your loss is as yourself, great ; and vou bear it 
As answering to the weight : 'Would I might never 
O'ertake pursu'd success, but I do feel, 
By the rebound of yours, a grief that shoots 
My very heart at root. 

deo. I thank you, sir. 
Know you, what CsBsar means to do with me ? 

Dol. I am loath to tell you what 1 would you knew. 

Geo, Nay, pray you, sir, — 

DoL Though he be honourable, — 

CUo, He'll lead me then in triumph ? 

Dol, Madamfhe will ; 
I know it. 

Within, Make way there, — Caesar. 

£n^er CjESAR, GaLLUS, PROCULEIUS,MECiENAS,SELEUCtJS,&C. 

Ccu, Which is the queen 
Of Egypt ? 

Dol, 'Tis the emperor, madam. [Cleo. knteh. 

Cat, Arise, 

You shall not kneel : 

I pray you, rise ; rise, Egypt. 

Cleo, Sir, the gods 
Will have it thus ; my master and my lord 
I must obey. 



£9] Pkaei meaD, I beUere, sUvar moner. STEEVBNS. 
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CoBf. Take yoa no hard thoo^ts : 
The record of what injuries you did us, 
Though written in our flesh, we shall remember 
As things but done by chance. 

Cleo. Sole sir o'the world, 
I cannot project mine own cause so well 
To make it clear ; but do confess, I haye 
Been laden with like frailties, which before 
Have oflen sham'd our sex. 

CoB5. Cleopatra, know, 
We will extenuate rather than enforce : 
If you apply yourself to our intents, 
fWhich towards you are most gentle) you shall find 
A benefit in this change : but if you seek 
To lay on me a cruelty, by taking 
Antony's course, you shall bereave yourself 
Of my good purposes, and put your children 
To that destruction which I'll guard them from. 
If thereon you rely. I'll take my leave. 

Cleo. And may, through all the world : 'tis yours; and n 
Your 'scutcheons, and your signs of conquest, shall 
Hang in what place you please. Here, my good lord. 

Cces, You shall advise me in all for Cleopatra. 

Geo. This is the brief of money, plate, and jewels, 
I am possess'd of : 'tis exactly valued ; 
Not petty things admitted. — Where's Seleucus ? 

Sel. Here, madam. 

Cleo. This is my treasurer ; let him speak, my lord, 
Upon his peril, that I have reserv'd 
To myself nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus. 

Sel. Madam, 
I had rather seal my lips, than, to my peril, 
Speak that which is not. 

Cleo. What have 1 kept back ? 

Sel. Enough to purchase what you have made known. 

Cobs. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra ; I approve 
Your wisdom in the deed. 

Cleo. See, Caesar ! O, behold. 
How pomp is follow'd I mine will now be yours ; 
And, should we shift estates, yours would be mine. 
The ingratitude of this Seleucus does 
Even make me wild : — O slave, of no more trust 
Than love that's hir'd I — What, goest thou back ? thou shal 
Go back, I warrant thee ; but I'll catch thine eyes, 
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Thoo^ they had wings : Slave, soul-lett villain, dog ! 
O rarely hase !^ 

Com. Good queen, let us entreat you. 

Cleo. O Cxsar, what a wounding shame is this ; 
That' thou, vouchsafing here to visit me, 
Doing the honour of thy lordUness 
To one so meek, that mine own seiTant should 
Parcel the sum of my disgraces by 
Addition of his envy ! Say, good Caesar, 
That I some lady trides have reserv'd, 
Immoment toys, things of such dignity 
As we greet modern friends withal ; and say, 
Some nobler token I have kept apart 
For Livia, and Octavia, to induce 
Their mediation ; must 1 be unfolded 
With one that I have bred ? The gods ! It smites me 
Beneath the fall I have. Pr'ythee, go hence ; [To Sei,. 
Or 1 shall show the cinders of my spirits 
Through the ashes of my chance : — Wert thou a man, 
Thoa wouldst have mercy on me. 

Gdw. Forbear, Seleucus. [Exit Seleucus. 

Geo. Be it known, that we, the greatest, are misthought 
For things that others do ; and, when we fall, 
We answer others merits in our name, 
Are therefore to be pitied.* 

CoRS. Cleopatra, 
Not what you have reserv'd, nor what acknowledg'd, 
Put we i'Uie roll of conquest : still be it yours. 
Bestow it at your pleasure ; and bcheve, 
Caesar's no merchant, to make prize with you 
Of things that merchants sold. Therefore be cheer'd; 
Make not your thoughts your prisons,^ no, dear queen ; 
F(ft we intend so to dispose you, as 
Yourself shall give us counsel. Feed, and sleep : 
Our care and pity is so much upon you, 
That we remain your friend ; And so adieu. 

Cleo, My master, and my lord ! 

Com. Not so : Adieu. [Exe. C^sar, and his Train. 

Cleo. He words me, girls, he words me, that I should not 

m Base in an uncommon degree. STEEVENS. 

[S] * We suffer at our highest state of elevation in the thoughts of manliind for 
that which others do, and wlien we fall, those that contented tliemselves only to 
thlnlt ill before, ttll us to answer in our own names for the merits of otiiers. We 
are therefore to be pitied.'* Meritt is in this place taken in an ill sense, for actkms 
ncrlthig censure. JOHNSON. 

fS] Be not a prkoner in iaMgination, vrben in reality you are free. JOHNSOR* 
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Be noble to myself: But hark thee, Channian. 

[Whispert Cwmba 

has. Finish, good lady ; the bright day is done, 
And we are for the dark. 

Geo. Hie thee again : 
I have spoke already, and it is provided ; 
Go, put it to the haste. 

Olar. Madam, I will. 

Re-enter Dolabella. 

Dol. Where is the queen ? 

Char. Behold, sir. [Exit Cbaruu 

CUo. Dolabella? 

Dol. Madam, as thereto sworn by your conmiand, 
Which my love makes religion to obey, 
I tell you this : Caesar through Syria 
Intends his journey ; and, within three days, 
Ton with your children will he send before : 
Make your best use of this : I have performed 
Your pleasure, and my promise. 

Cleo. Dolabella, 
I shall remain your debtor. 

Dol. I your servant. 
4dieu, good queen ; I must attend on Caesar. 

Cleo. Farewell, and thanks. \Exii Dol.]— Now, Ir 
what think'st thou ? 
Thou, an Egyptian puppet, shalt b^ shown 
In Rome, as well as I : mechanic slaves 
With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, shall 
Uplift us to the view ; in their thick breaths. 
Rank of gross diet, shall we be enclouded, 
And forc'd to drink their vapour. 

Iras. The gods forbid ! 

Cleo. Nay, 'tis most certain, Iras : Saucy lictors 
Will catch at us, like strumpets ; and scald rhymers^ 
Ballad us out o'tune : the quick comedians 
Extemporally will stage us, and present 
Our Alexandrian rev^ ; Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I shall see 
Some squeaking Cleopatra boy my greatness' 
['the posture of a whore. 

Iras. O the good gods ! 

CUo. Nay, ti^at is certain. 

4] Soafd— « word of eontempt impljring poverly, dliem, waA filtb. JOHNB* 
The parts of womm were aeted on uie Mag* ^ybctyi. HANMER. 
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IrcLi. Vl\ never see it ; for, I am sure, my nails 
Are stronger than mine eyes. 

Cleo, Why, that is the way 
To fool their preparation, and to conquer 
Their most ahsurd intents. — Now, Charmiaii ?-— 

Enter Charmian. 
Show me, my women, like a queen ; — Go fetch 
My best attires ; — I am again for Cydnus, 
To meet Mark Antony : — Sirrah, Iras, go. — 
Now, noble Charmian, we'll despatch indeed : 
And, when thou hast done this chare, PU give thee leave 
To play till dooms-day. — Bring our crown and all. 
Wherefore's this noise ? [Exit Ihas. A noise within. 

Enter one of the Guard, 

Guard, Here is a rural fellow. 
That will not be denied your highness^ presence ; 
lie brings you figs. 

Cleo, Let him come in. How poor an instniment 

[Exit Guard. 
May do a noble deed ! he brings me liberty. 
My resolution's plac'd, and I have nothing 
Of woman in me : Now from head to foot 
i am marble-constant : now the fleeting moon 
No planet is of mine. 

Re-enter Guards with a Clvam bringing a boikei. 

Guard, This is the man. 

Cleo, Avoid, and leave him. [Exit Guard. 

I last thou the pretty worm of Nilus there,* 
That kills and pains not ? 

Clofwn. Truly I have him : But I would not be the party 
that should desire you to touch him, for his biting is im- 
mortal ; those, that do die of it, do seldom or never recover. 

Cleo. Kemember'st thou any that have died on't ? 

Clffwn. Very many, men and women too. I heard of 
one of them no longer than yesterday ; a very honest wo- 
man, but something given to lie ; as a woman should not 
do, but in the way of honesty : How she died of the bi- 
ting of it, what pain she felt, — ^truly, she makes a verr 
good report o'the worm ; but he that will believe all 
that they say, shall never be saved by half that they do : 
But this is most fallible, the worm's an odd worm. 

[CJ ir«rm is the Tcutonick word (or serpent ; we have the blind-worm and ak>w- 

worm ttiU In our Iaoe:uage, and tbe Norwegians call an enormous monster, 

sometimes in tbe norueni oceau, the sea- worm. JOHNSON. 

12 Vol. VIII. H 2 
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CZm. Get thee hence ; farewell. 

Clown. I wish you all joy of the worm. 

Cleo, Farewell. [G^nvn uts down the Bcuiket. 

Gown. You must think this, look you, that the worm 
will do his kind. 

Cleo. Ay, ay ; farewell. 

Clown. Look you, the worm is not to be trusted, but 
in the keeping of wise people; for, indeed, there is no 
goodness in the worm. 

Cleo. Take thou no care ; it shall be heeded. 

Clown. Very good : give it nothing, I pray you, for it 
is not worth the feeding. 

aeo. Will it eat me? 

Clown. You must not Uiink I am so simple, but 1 
know the devil himself will not eat a woman : I know, 
that a woman is a dish for the gods, if the devil dress her 
not. But, truly, these same whoreson devils do the gods 
great harm in their women ; for in every ten that they 
make, the devils mar five. 

Cleo. Well, get thee gone ; farewell. 

Clown. Yes, forsooth ; I wishyou joyof the worm. [Exit 
Re-enter Iras, with a Robe, Crozmiy fyc. 

Cleo. Give me my robe, put on my crown ; I have 
Immortal longings in me : Now no more 
The juice of E^rpt's grape shall moist this lip ; — 
Yare, yare, good Iris ; quick. — ^Methinks, I hear 
Antony call ; I see him rouse himself 
To praise my noble act ; I hear him mock 
The luck of Caesar, which tl^e gods give men 
To excuse their after wrath : Husband, I come : 
Now to that name my courage prove my title ! 
{ am fire, and air ; my other elements 
I give to ba^er life.— So, — have you done ? 
Come then, and take the last warmth of my lips. 
Farewell, kind Charmian ; — Iras, long farewell. 

[Kisses them. Iras falls and dies. 
Have I the aspick in my lips ? Dost fall ? 
If thou and nature can so gently part, 
The stroke of death is as a lover's pinch, 
Which hurts, and is desirM. Dost thou lie still ? 
If thus thou vanishest, thou tell'st the world 
It is not worth leave-taking. 

Char. Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain ; that I may 8aj, 
The gods themselves do weep ! 
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Cleo. This proves me base : 
If she first meet the curled Antony, 
He'll make demand of her ; and spend that kiss, 
Which is my heaven to have. Come, mortal wretch, 

[To the asp, which she applies to her breasL 
With thy sharp teeth this knot intrinsicate 
Of life at once untie : poor venemous fool, 
Be angry, and despatch. O, couldst thou speak ! 
That I might hear thee call great Caesar, ass 
Unpolicied 1 

Char, O eastern star ! 

C2eo^ Peace, peace ! 
Dost thou not see my baby at my breast, 
That sucks the nurse asleep ? 

Char. O, break ! O, break ! 

Cleo, As sweet as balm, as soil as air, as gentle, — 
O Antony ! — ^Nay, I will take thee too ; 

[Applying another asp to her ami. 
What should I stay — [Falls on a bed, and dies 

Char, In this wild world ? — So, fare thee well.— 
Now boast thee, death ! in thy possession lies 
A lass unparallel'd.-:— Downy windows, close f 
And golden Phcebus never be beheld 
Of eyes again so royal ! Your crown's awry ; 
I'll amend it, and then play. 

Enter the Guard, rushing in, 

1 Guard, Where is the queen ? 

Char, Speak sofUy, wake her not. 

1 Cruard, Caesar hath seat — 

Char, Too slow a messenger. [Applies the asp, 

— ^O, come ; apace, despatch : I partly feel tnee. 

1 Gimrc?. Approach, ho ! All's not well : Caesar's beguil'd. 

2 Guard. There's Dolabella sent from Caesar ; — call him. 

1 Guard, What work is here ? — Charmian, is this well 
Char. It is well done, and fitting for a princess [done ? 

Descended of so many royal kings. 

Ah, soldier ! [Dies', 

Enter Dolabella. 
Dol. How goes it here ? 

2 Guard. All dead. 

Dol, Caesar, thy thoughts 
Touch their effects in this : Thyself art coming 

[7] Charmian, in saying this, must b« conceived to close Clcopatra^s eyes : one •£ 
ihe nnt etrenooies oerfonned towards a dead body RITSON. 
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To see performed the dreaded act, which thou 
So sought'st to hinder. 

Within. A way there, way for Caesar ! 

Enter Casar, and Attendants. 

Dot. O, sir, yon are too sure an augurer ; 
That you did fear, is done. 

CiBs. Bravest at the last : 
She leveU^d at our purposes, and, heing royal. 
Took her own way. — The manner of their deaths ? 
I do not see them hleed. 

Dol. Who was last with them ? 

1 Guard. A simple countryman, that hrought her figs: 
This was his basket. 

Cat. Poison'd then. 

1 Chiard. O Caesar, 
This Charmian lived but now ; she stood, and spake ; 
( found her trimming up the diadem 
On her dead mistress ; trembUngly she stood, 
And on the sudden dropp'd. 

C(B$. O noble weakness ! — 
if they had swallow'd poison, 'twould appear 
By external swelling : but she looks like sleep, 
As she would catch another Antony 
In her strong toil of grace. 

DoL Here, on her breast. 
There is a vent of blood, and something blown : 
'The like is on her arm. 

1 Crvard. This is an aspick's train ; and these fig-leayes 
Have slime upon them, such as the aspick leaves 
Upon the caves of Nile. 

C(BS. Most probable. 
That so she died ; for her physician tells me, 
She hath pursu'd conclusions infinite 
Of easy ways to die. — Take up her bed ; 
And bear her women from the monument : — 
She shall be buried by her Antony : 
No grave upon the earth shall clip in it 
A pair so famous. High events as these 
Strike those that make them : and their story is 
No less in pity, than his glory, which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our army shall, 
In solemn show» attend this funeral ; 
And then to Rome. — Come, Dolabella, see 
High order in this great solemnity. [Blxeunt. 
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TiMON OF Athens.] The story of the Misanthrope is 
told in ahnost every collection of the time, and particular- 
ly in two hooks, with which Shakespeare was intimately 
acquainted ; the Palace of Pleasure, and the Engli^ Plu- 
tarch. Indeed from a passage in an old play, called Jack 
Drum's Entertainment, I conjecture that he had before 
made his appearance on the stage. Farbier. 

The passage in Jack Drum's Entertainment , or Pa^squil 
and Katherine, 1601, is this : 

« Come, ril be as sociable as Ttmon ofAt1Un$J* 

But the allusion is so slight, that it might as well have 
been borrowed from Plutarch or the novel. 

Mr. Strutt the engraver, to whom our antiquaries are 
under no inconsider8d)le obUgations, has in his possession 
a MS. play on this subject. It appears to have been written, 
or transcribed, about the year 1600. There is a scene in 
it resembling Shakespeare's banquet given by Timon to his 
flatterers. Instead of warm water he sets before them 
ttones painted like artichokes, and afterwards beats them 
out of the room. He then retires to the woods, attended 
by his faithful steward, who, (like Kent in King Lear) has 
disguised himself to continue his services to his master. 
Timon, in the last act, is followed by his fickle mistress. 
&c. after he was reported to have discovered a hidden trea- 
sure by digging. The piece itself (though it appears to 
be the work of an academick) is a wretched one. The 
personce dramatis are as follows : 

** The actors names. 
"Timon. 

<* Laches, his faithful servant 
** Eutrapelus, a dissolate young^ man. 
" Gebsfmus, a cittle heyre. 
<* Pseadoclwus, a tying' travailer. 
" Demeas, an orator. 

** Philargurus, a oovetoiis churlish ould man. 
" Hermc^nes, a fidler. 
" Abvssus, a usum*. 
" LoUio, a countrqp doMme, Philargtutts sonue. 

*« IpiSslnNis, } two lying philosophers. 

** Gmnnio, a lean servant of Philargurus. 

(* Obba, IVroon's butler. 

^ pQsdio, uelasimus page* 

c Two Serjeants. 

» A sailor. 

" Callimela, Philargurus daughter. 

" Blatte, her prattling nurse. 

"• Scene, Athens." STEEVENS. 
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Shakespeare undoubtedly formed this play on the paf- 
gage in Plutarch's Life of Antony relative to Timon, and 
not on the twenty-eighth novel of the first volume oi Pain- 
ter's Palace of Pleasure ; because he is there merely de- 
scribed as " a man-hater, of a strange and beastly nature," 
without any cause assigned ; whereas Plutarch furnished our 
author with the following hint to work upon : <' AntonioB 
forsook the citie, and companie of his friendes, — saying, 
that he would lead Timon's life, because he had the like 
wrong offered him, that was offered unto Timon ; and ^br 
the unihankfulness of those he had done good unto, and whom 
he tooke to be his friendes, he was angry with all men, and 
would trust no manJ^* 

To the manuscript play mentioned by Mr. Steevens, 
our author, I have no doubt, was also indebted for some 
other circumstances. Here Re found the faithful steward, 
the banquet-scene, and the story of Timon's being pos- 
sessed of great sums of gold which he had dug up in the 
woods : a circumstance which he could not have had from 
Lucian, there being then no translation of the dialogue 
that relates to this subject. 

Spon says, there is a building near Athens, yet remain- 
ing, called Timon's Tower, 

Timon of Athens was written, I imagine, in the year 
1610. See An Attempt to ascertain the order of Shake- 
speare^ s Plays, Vol. II, Malone. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



TiMON, a noble Athenian. 

Lucius, ^ 

LucuLLUS, > lords, and flatttren of Timon. 

Sbmpronius, ) 

Ventidius, one of Timon^s false friends. 

Apemantus, a churlish philosopher. 

Alcibiades, an Athenian general. 

Flayius, steward to Timon. 

Flaminius, ^ 

Lucujus, > Timon* s servasUs. 

Sertilius, ) 

Caphis, 

PaiLOTUS, 

Titus, ^ servants to TVmon'j creditors. 

Lucius, 

HoRTENSIUS, 

T\»o Servants o/* Varro, and the Servant of Isidore ; twQ 

of Timoh*s creditors. 
Cupid, and Maskers. Three Strangers. 
Poety Painter, Jewellery and Merchant. 
An old Athenian. A Page. A Fool. 

ip ' > mistresses to Alcibiades. 

Other Lords, Senators, Officers, Soldiers, Thieves, and 

Attendants. 

SCENE, Athens ; and the woods adjoining. 

* PkrvmiOf (or as this nuM should have been written bj Shakespeare, P&ryne,; 
was an Athenian courtezan so exquisitely beautiful, that when her judges were pro- 
ceeding to condemn her for numerous and enormous offences, a sight of her bosom 
(whkh, as we learn from Quintiiian, had been artfully denuded by her advocate,; 
diaarmed the court of its seTeri^, and secured her life from the sentence of the biw. 

STEEVENS. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE L— Athens. A Hall in Tiuon's Hotue. Enter Poet, 
Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and others, at several doors. 

Poet. 
brr OD day, sir. 
•Pain, I am glad you are well. 

Poet, I have not seen you long ; How goes the world l 

Pain. It wears, sir, as it grows. 

Poet. Ay, that's well known : 
But what particular rarity ? what strange, 
Which manifold record not matches ? See, 
Magic of bounty ! all these spirits thy power 
Elath conjurM to attend. I know the merchant. 

Pain. I know them both ; t'other's a jeweller. 

Mer. O, 'tis a worthy lord ! (^ 

Jew. Nay, that's most fix'd. 

Mer. A most incomparable man ; breatji'd, as it were/ 
To an untirable and continuate goodness : 
He passes.* 

Jew. I have a jewel here. 

Mer. O pray, let's see't : For the lord Timon, sir ? 

Jew. If he will touch tlie estimate :' But, for that — 

Poet. When we for recompense have praised the vile, 
It stains the glory in that happy verse 
iVfiich aptly sings the good.* 

Mer. 'Tis a good form. [Looking at the jeweL 

Jew, And rich : here is a water, look you. 

Pain. You are rapt, sir, in some work, some dedication 
To the great lord. 

Poet. A thing slipp'd idly from me. 
Our poesy is as a gum, which oozes 

[1] Breathedy is iuured by constant practice ; so trained as not to be wearied, ^o 
breathe a horse is to exercise him for the course. JOHNSON. 

[21 Excuds, goea beyond common bounds. STEEVEN6. 

'3J Come up to the price. JOHNSON. 

'4J We must here suppose the poet busy in rending his own worli *, and that thest: 
three lines arc tlie introduction of the poem addressed to Timon, which he aftei- 
wards gives the I'iUm«r an account of. WARBURTON. 



i86 TIMON OF ATHENS. AC 

From whence 'tis nourished : The fire i'the flint 
Shows not, till it be struck ; our gentle flame 
Provokes itself, and, hke the currjnt, flies 
Each bound it chafes.* What have you there ? 

Pain. A picture, sir. — And when comes your 1 
forth? 

Poet, Upon the heels of my presentment, sir.* 
Let's see your piece. 

Pain, 'Tis a good piece. 

Poet. So 'tis : this comes oflf well and excellent.' 

Pain, Indifferent. 

Poet, Admirable : How this grace 
Speaks his own standing !® what a mental power 
This eye shoots forth ! how big imcigination 
Moves in this lip ! to the dumbness of the gesture 
One might interpret. 

Pain, It is a pretty mockinc of the life. 
Here is a touch ; Is't good ? 

Pcet. I'll say of it, 
It tutors nature : artificial strife^ 
Lives in these touches, livelier than life. 

hnter certain Senators^ and pass over. 

Pain, How this lord's follow'd ! 

Poet, The senators of Athens ; — Happy men ! 

Pain, Look, nlOre ! 

Poet, You see this confluence, this great flood of 
itors.* 
I have, in this rough work, shap'd out a man, 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug 

[S] It should be pointed thus, and then the sense will be evident : 
— — ^— our ffentle flame 
Provokes itself, and like the current flies ; 
Each bound it chafes. 
Our gentle flame animates its4>if ; it flies like a current; and everjr obstacle i 

but to increase its force. M. MAJSON. This Jumble of incongruous images i 

to have been designed, and put into the nioutli of the poetaster, that the r 
might appreciate bin talents : his language therefore should not be considered i 
abstract. HENLEY. 

'61 As soon as my book has been presented to lord Timon. JOHNSON. 

t The figure rises well from the cauvoA. ' Cest bien releve.' JOHNS( 

8J I am inclhied to suppnce, tbat the figure alluded to, was a representati 

one of the Graces, and, as they are always supposed to be femsdes, dionld re» 

passage thus :— -How this Grace 

Speaks its own standing ! 
This amendment is strongly supported by tbe pronoun this prefiied to the 
Grace, as it proves that what the Poet pointed out was some real ol^ect, not m 
an abstract idea. M. MASON. 

(9] Strife is the contest of art with nature : 

** Hie ille est Raphael, timuit, quo sospite vinci 
Rerum magna parens, t nioriente mori." JOHNSON, 

' 1] *' Mane salutantum toUs vomit a'dibus undanx.*' JOHNSON. 
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ith amplest entertainment : My free drift 
ilts not particularly,* but moves itself 
a wide sea of wax :* no levell'd malice* 
fects one comma in the course I hold ; 
It flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on, 
saving no tract behind. 
Pain, How shall I understand you ? 
Poet. I'll unbolt to you. 
>u see how all conditions, bow all minds, 
Ls well of glib and slippery creatures,* as 
f grave and austere quality,) tender down 
heir services to lord Timon : his large fortune, 
pon his good and gracious nature hanging, 
ibdues and properties to his love and tendance 
U sorts of hearts ; yea, from the glass-fac'd flatterer,* 
o Apemantus,^ that few things loves better 
ban to abhor himself ; even he drops down 
he knee before him, and returns in peace 
ost rich in Timon's nod. 
Pain. I saw them speak together. 
Poet. Sir, I have upon a high and pleasant hill, 
eign'd Fortune to be thron'd : The base o'the mount 
rank'd with all deserts,^ all kind of natures, 
hat labour on the bosom of this sphere 
o propagate their states :^ amongst them all, 
'^hose eyes are on this sovereign lady fix'd, 
ne do I personate of lord Timon's frame, 
'^hom Fortune with her ivory hand waAs to her ; 
''hose present grace to present slaves and servants 
ranslates his rivals. 
Pain. 'Tis conceiv'd to scope.' 
his throne, this Fortune, and this hill, methinkis, 
'ith one man beckon'd from the rest below, 
owing his head against the steepy mount 
o climb his happiness, would be well exprcss'd 

21 My design does not stop at any single character. JOHNSON. 

'Sj AncienUy they wrote upon waxen tables with an iron stile. HANMER. 

'4j To Uvd is to aim, to point tlie shot at a marli. Shakespeare's meaning h^ mf 

iva is not a satire written with any particular view, or levrlled at any slbgle per* 

1 ; I 4y UlLe an eagle into the general expanse of life, and ieare sot, by any pri* 

•je mischief, the trace of roy passage. JOHNSON. 

51 Slipperyj smooth, unresisting. JOHNSON. 

'61 The gUuf-fuBtd Jlattertr^ tlwt shows in his own look, as by reflection, the lookf 

hispatron. JOHNSON. 

7 The Poet, seeing that Apemantus paid frequent visits to Timon, naturally con* 

Jded that he was equally conrteotis with his other guestb-. RITSON. 

81 Covered with ranks of all kinds of men. JOHNSON. 

91 To advance or improve their various conditions of life. JOHNSON. 

1 J Properly imagined, appotutely, to the purpose. JOHNSON. 
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In our condition.* 

Pott. Nay, sir, but bear me on : 
All those whicb were his fellows but of late, 
(Some better than his value,) on the moment 
Follow his strides, his lobbies fill nith 'tendance, 
Rain sacrificial whisperings in his ear,* 
Hake sacred even his stirrop, and through him 
Drink the free air.* 

Pain. Ay, marry, what of these ? 

Poet. When Fortune, in her shift and change of mood, 
Spurns down her late beloT'd, all his dependants, 
Which labour'd after him to the mountain's top. 
Even on their knees and hand^, let him slip down. 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain. 'Tis common : 
A thousand moral paintings I can show,* 
That shall demonstrate these quick blows of fortune 
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well. 
To show lord Timon, that mean eyes* hare seen 
The foot above the head. 

Tmmpeti lound. Enter Timon attettdtd; the Sermni of 
Vektidivs lailaag DriOi him. 

Tim. Imprison'd b he, say yoa ? 

fen. iSem. Ay, my good lord : fivs talents is his debt : 
His means most short, his creditors most strait : 
Your honourable letter he desires 
To those have shut him up ; which felling to him, 
Periods his comfort. * 

2Vm. Noble VenUdius ! WeU ; 
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'. am not of that feather, to shake o£f 

yij friend when he must need me. I do know bim 

K gentleman, that well deserves a help, 

^hich he shall have : I'll pay the deht, and free him. 

Ven, Serv. Your lordship ever hinds him. 

Tim. Commend me to him : I will send his ransome ; 
\nd, heing enfranchis'd, bid him come to me :— 
Tis not enough to help the feeble up, 
But to support him after." — ^Fare you well. 

Ven. Serv. All happiness to your honour ! [Exit. 

Enter an old Athenian. 

Old Aih. Lord Timon, hear me speak. 

Tim, Freely, good father. 

Old Ath, Thou hast a servant nam'd Lucilios. 

TYm. I have so : What of him ? 

Old Ath. Most noble Timon, call the man before thee. 

Tim. Attends he here, or no ? — Lucilius ! 

Enter Lucilius. 

Lmc, Here, at your lordship's service. 

Old Ath, This fellow here, lord Timon, this thy crea 
ture. 
By night frequents my house. I am a man 
That from my first have been inclin'd to thrift ; 
And my estate deserves an heir more rais'd, 
Than one which holds a trencher. 

Tim. Well ; what further ? 

Old Ath. One only daughter have I, no kin else. 
On whom I may confer what I have got : 
The maid is fair, o'the youngest for a bride, 
And I have bred her at my dearest cost, 
In qualities of the best. This man of thine 
Attempts her love : I pr'ythee, noble lord, 
Join with me to forbid him her resort ; 
Myself have spoke in vain. 

2tm. The man is honest. 

Old Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon :' 
His honesty rewards him in itself, 
It must not bear my daughter. 

% [6J This thought is better expressed by Dr. Madden in liis elegy on archbiihop 
Boulter t 

" More than they ask'd, be gave *, and deemM it mean 
Only to help the poor— to beg again." JOHNSON. 

J7] The thought is doselT expressed and obscure : but this seems tlie meaning. 
H ff the man be honest, my lord, for that reason he will be so in this -, and not en 
dcATOor at the injuitice of gaining my daughter, without my consent.^' WARB. 
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Tim. Does she love him ? 

Old Ath. She i§ young, and apt : 
Our own precedent passions do instruct us 
What levity's in youth. 

Tim. [To Luc] Love you the maid ? 

Luc. Ay, my good lord, and she accepts of it. 

Old Ath. If in her marriage my consent be missing, 
I call the gods to witness, I will choose 
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world » 
And dispossess her all. 

Tim. How shall she be endow'd, 
If she be mated with an equal husband ? 

Old Alh. Three talents, on the present ; in future. 

Tim This gentleman of mine hath serv'd me long ; 
To build his fortune, I will strain a little, 
For *tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter : 
What you bestow, in him TU counterpoise, 
And make him weigh with her. 

Old Ath. Most noble lord, 
Pawn me to this your honour, she is his. 

Tim. My hand to thee ; mine honour on my promif 

hue. Humbly I thank your lordship : Never may 
That state or fortune full into my keeping. 
Which is not ow'd to you I® [Exe. Luc. and. Old 

Poet. Vouchsafe my labour, and long live your lords 

Tim. I thank you ; you shall hear from me anon : 
Go not away. — ^What have you there, my friend ? 

Pain. A piece of painting, which I do beseech 
Your lordship to accept. 

Tim. Painting is welcome. 
•The painting is almost the natural man ; 
For since dishonour traffics with man's nature, 
He is but out-side : These pencil'd figures are 
Even such as they give out.^ 1 like your work ; 
And you shall find, I like it : wait attendance 
Till you hear further from me. 

Pain. The gods preserve you ! 

Tim. Well fere you, gentlemen : Give me your hai 
We must needs dine together. — Sir, your jewel 
Hath suffet'd under praise. 

Jew. What, my lord ? dispraise ? 

Tim. A mere satiety of commendations. 

[8] Let me never bencerorth consider any thin^ that I possess, but as owed 
to you ; held for your service, and at your disponl. JOHNSON. 

1^1 Pictures liave no hypocrisy ; tbey are what tbey profess to be. JOHI 
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r I should pay you for't as 'tis extoD'd, 
: would unclew me quite.* 
Jew, My lord, 'tis rated 

A those, which sell, would give : But you well know, 
^hings of like value, differing in the owners, 
re prized hy their masters :* believe't, dear lord, 
on mend the jewel by wearing it. 
Tim. Well mock'd. 

Mer. No, my good lord ; he speaks the common tongue, 
lYnch. all men speak with him. 
Tim, Look, who comes here. Will you be chid ? 

Eruer Afkmantus.* 
Jew. We will bear, with your lordship. 
Mer. He'll spare none. 

Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus ! 
Jlpem. Till I be gentle, stay for thy good morrow ; 
^hen thou art Timon's dog, and these knaves honest.* 
Tim. Why dost thou call them knaves ? thou know'st 

them not. 
Apem. Are they not Athenians ? 
Tim. Yes. 

Jlpem. Then 1 repent not. 
Jew. Tou know me, Apemantus. 

Jfpem. Thou knowest, I do : I called thee by thy name. 
Tim. Thou art proud, Apemantus. 
Apem. Of nothing so much, as that 1 am not Uke Timon. 
Tim. Whither art going ? 

Apem. To knock out an nonest Athenian's brains. 
Tim, That's a deed thou' It die for. 
Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by the law. 
Tim. How likest thou this picture, Apemantus ? 
Apem. The best, for the innocence. 
Tim. Wrought he not well, that painted it ? 
Apem, lie wrought better, that made the painter: and 
et he's but a ijlthy piece of work. 
PoiM. You are a dog. 

Apetn. Thy mother's of niy generation ; What's shr, if 
be a dog ? 
Tim. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus ? 

[11 To unclew u to unwind a ball <tf thread. To unclew a man is to draw out ilif 
bole mats of his fortunes. JOHNSON. 

[31 Are rated according to the esleem in which their {msRcxsor is held. J0I1XS. 
[Sj See this character of a cynic finely drawn bv Lucian, in his Auction of Ui'* 
lilosopbers} and how well Shakespeare has copiett it. WARBURTON. 

[4] i^iemantus means to say, that Timon is not to receive aeentle g^ood-morrow 
am bim tUl that shall happen which never will happen ; till Timon is transformed 
the sbape of bis do;, and his linaTisb followers become bonest men. UALON K. 
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JsMik No ; I eat not lords. 

J\m. An thou shouldst, ihou'dst anger ladies. 

^em. O, they eat lords ; so they come by great bl 

J\m. That's a lascivious apprehension. 

Aoem. So thou apprehend'st it Take it for thy la 

3Vm. How dost thou like this jewel, Apemantus ? 

Aptm, Not so well as plain-dealing,^ which will no 
a man a doit. 

Tim. What dost thou think 'tis worth ? 

Apem, Not worth my thinking. H ow now, pot 

Foet, How now, philosopher ? 

Apem. Thou liest. 

rotU Art not one ? 

w^em, Tes. 

roeU Then I lie not. 

n^pem. Art not a poet ? 

Poet. Yes. 

Apem. Then thou liest : look in thy last work, ' 
thou hast feign'd him a worthy fellow. 

Poet. That's not feign'd, he is so. 

Apem. Tes, he's worthy of thee, and to pay th( 
thy labour: He, that loves to be flattered, iswor 
the flatterer. Heavens, that I were a lord ! 

Tim. What wouldf^t do then, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Even as Apemantus does now, hate a lor< 
,my neart. • 

Tim. What, thyself? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. Wherefore ? 

Apem. That i had no angry wit to be a lord.^— Ai 
not a merchant ? 

Mer. Ay, Apemantus. 

Apem. Triffic confound thee, if the gods will not 

Mer. If tr iflic do it, the gods do it. 

Apem. Trail'K:\s thy ;jod, and thy god confound th 
TruniT'eis smmd. Enter a Servant. 

Tim. What truinpefs that? 

SerO, 'Tis Alcitiades, and 
Some twenty horse, (dl of companionship.^ 

[5] Alluding to the oroverb : " Plain-dcalinff to a jtmd, but thqr tkaS b 
beejnrs.*' STEEV^ENS. 

l€\ The meaning vohj lie, I shoald hate inytdf for patiently endurinr tol 

[7] This exprenion dries noi mean barely tliat they all belong to (me 4 
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t. Pray, entertain them ; give them guide to ns. *. 

[Exeunt some MendawU 
""^OQ miut needs dine with me :— <jro not you hence, 
Tin I haTe thank'd you ; and, when dinner's done, 
Siow me this piece. — ^I am joyful of your sights.— > 

Enter Alcibiades, 'with his Company, 
Kost welcome, sir ! [They $ahae. 

4pMi* So, so ; (here ! — 
^fdies contract and starve your supple joints !— 
E^liatthere should be small love 'mongstUiese sweet knaves.. 
I^id all this court'sy ! The strain of man's bred out 
«ito baboon and monkey." 

JUdb. Sir, you have sav'd my longing, and I feed 
ttost hungrily on your sight. 
Tim* £ght welcome, sir : 
Bre we depart, ^ we'll share a bounteous time 
in different pleasures. Pray you, let us in. 

[Exeunt all hut Abzu- 
Enter two Lords, 
1 Lord, What time a day is't, Apemantus ? 
Apem, Time to be honest 

1 Lord, That time serves still. 

Apeim, The most accursed thou,* that still omit'st it 

2 Lord, Thou art going to lord Timon's feast ? 
Apem, Ay ; to see meat fill knaves, and wine heat fools. 
2 Lord, Fare thee well, fare thee weU. 

Apem, Thou art a fool, to bid me &reweU twice. 
2 Lord, Why, Apemantus ? 

^em, Shouldst have kept one to thyself, for I mean 
(o give thee none. 

1 Lord, Hang thyself. 

Apem, No, I will do nothing at thy bidding ; make thy 
requests to thy friend. 

2 Lord, AwBj, unpeaceable dog, or PU spurn thee henca. 
Apem, I will fly, like a dog, the heels of the ass* [Exit. 

1 Lord, He's opposite to humanity. Come, shall we in. 
.\nd taste lord Timon's bounty ? he outgoes 

The very heart of kindness. 

2 Lord, He pours it out ; Plutus, the god of gold, 

[nMni to eiiMiuled ud defencrated } Ui ftnia of llneiffe ii won down into « 

vSBtmmrt, aad part, mera tbe Mine thing. Bo taSiaf Joka: 
,.j_r— I ttSiiwUUDgtr*aMr««lwith«pwrt»^ 
i.«.katkiriniagl7 parted with a put of UMthlnffteqttMtioi. 8TEEVCK6 
mWMA'.Thtm^ntuccamdmoutkjc lUlBON. 

13 YoL. VIIL I 
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Is but his steward : no meed,* but be repays 

SeFen fold above itself; no gifl to bim, 

But breeds the giver a return exceeding |-i 

All use of quittance.' 

1 Lord, The noblest mind he carries, 
That ever govem'd man. 

2 Lord. Long may he live in fortunes ! Shall we in ! 
1 Lord, V\\ keep you company. [ExtwL 

SCENE II. 

The same, A Romn of State in Timon's Hotue, HouUbof 
playing loud music, A great Banquet served in ; Flatiui 
and others attending ; then enter Timoth, Alcibiades, hi- 
cius, LucuLLUs, Semfronius, and other Athenian Senatwrt, 
with Ventidius, and Attendants. Then eomes^ dropping 
after ally Apemantus, discontentedly, 

Ven. Most honoured Timon, 't hath pleased the godi 
remember 
My father^s age, and call him to long peace. 
He is gone happy, and has lefl me rich : 
Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound 
To your free heart, I do return those talents, 
Doubled, with thanks, and service, from whose help 
I deriv'd liberty. 

Tim, O, by no means, 
Honest Ventidius : You mistake my love ; 
I gave it freely ever ; and there's none 
Can truly say, he gives, if he receives : 
If our betters play at that game, we must not dare 
To imitate them ; Faults that are rich, are fair. 

Ven, A noble spirit. 

[They all stand ceremoniously looking on Timon. 

Tim. Nay, my lords, ceremony 
Was but devis'd at first, to set a gloss 
On faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodness, sorry ere 'tis shown ; 
But where there is true friendship, there needs none. 
Pray, sit ; more welcome are ye to my fortunes, 
Than my fortunes to me. [^^^^ ^' 

1 Lord, My lord, we always have confess'd it. 

Apem. Ho, ho, confess'd it ? hang'd it, have you ttut ? 

Twi. O, Apcmantus I — you are welcome. 

2] Mud in this place means detert. STEEVENS. 

All thecastoiuary returns made in dischar^ of oblifpitions. WAIlISVRTON< 
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Apem, No, 
Yon shall not make we welcome : 
I come to have thee thrust me out of doors. 

Tim, Fy e, thou art a churl ; you have got a humour there 
Does not become a man, 'tis much to blame :*-t 
They say, my lords, that ira furor brevis est^ 
Bat yond' man's ever angry. 
Go, let him have a table by himself; 
Per he does neither alQfect company, 
N'or is he fit for it, indeed. 

Apem. Let me stay at thine own peril, Timon ; 
I come to observe ; I give thee warning on't. 

7Vfii« I take no heed of thee : thou art an Athenian ; 
therefore welcome : I myself would have no power : 
pr^ythee, let my meat make thee silent.*. 

Apem, I scorn thy meat ; 'twould choak me, for I should 
N'e'er flatter thee.— O you gods ! what a number 
Of men eat Timon, and he sees them not ! 
It grieves me, to see so many dip their meat 
In one man's blood ;' and all the madness is, 
He cheers them up too. 

I wonder, men dare trust themselves with men : 
Methinks, they should invite them without knives ;^ 
Good for their meat, and safer for their lives. 
There's much example for't ; the fellow, that 
Sits next him now, parts bread with him, and pledges 
The breath of him in a divided draught, 
Is the readiest man to kill him : it has been prov'd. 
Ifl 

Were a huge man, I should fear to drink at meals ; 
Lest they should spy my windpipe's dangerous notes : 
Great men should drink with harness -on their throats.*^ 

Tim. My lord, in heart ;' and let the health go round. 

1 Lord. Let it flow this way, my good lord. 

Jipem. Flow this way ! 
A brave fellow ! — he keeps his tides well. Timon, 
Those healths will make thee, and thy state, look ill. 

[4] I claim DO extraordlnftnr power in right of my being maslor of the house: 1 
wUi not 1^ my commands to impose silence on any one -. but tho' I myself do not en- 
join yba to ritence, let my meat stop your mouth. BIALONE. 

(51 The allusion is to a padk. of bounds trained to the pursuit by being gratified 
wUh the blood of the animal which they kilL and the wonder is, that the animal on 
idikh they are feeding cheers tliem to tlie chase. JOHNSON. 

[61 It was tlw custom in our author^ time for every eroest to bring bis own knife, 
wBeh Iw occasionally whetted on a st<me that hunjg behind tlie door. One of tliese 
whelttones may be seen in Farkinson^s museum. Tliey were strangers at that pe< 
riqd to the UM of forks. RrTSON. ,^^„ 

n That is, armour. STEEV. [8] My lord's health with sincerity. JOHN. 
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Here's that, which is too weak to be a sumer. 

Honest water, which ne^er left man i'the mire : 

This, and my food, are equals ; there's no odds. |<^^ 

Feasts are too proud to give thanks to the gods. 

Apkmantus's Grace. 
Immortal godx, I crave no pelf ; I* 

I pray for no man, but myself: ■* 

Grant I may never prove sofond^ 
To trust man 07i his oath or bond; 
Or a harlot, for her weeping ; 
Or a dog, that seems a sleeping ; 
Or a keeper zcith my freedom; 
Or my friends, if I should need Vm. 
Amen, So fall t6*t : 

Rich men sin,^ and I eat root, lEais and druJst. 

Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantos ! 

Tim. Captain Alcibiades, your heart's in the field now. 
Akib. My heart is ever at your service, my lord. 
Tim, You had rather be at a breakfast of enemies, tho 
a dinner of friends. 

Alcib, So they were bleeding-new, my lord, there's no 
meat like them ; I could wish my best friend at such a 
feast. 

Apem, 'Would all those flatterers were thine enemies 
then ; that then thou might'st kill 'em, and bid me to *em. 
1 Lord. Might we but have that happiness, my lord, 
that you would once use our hearts, whereby we mig^t 
express some part of our zeals, we should think our- 
selves for ever perfect.* 

Tim, O, no doubt, my good friends, but the gods 
themselves have provided that I shall have much help 
from you : How had you been my friends else ? why 
have you that charitable title from thousands, did you 
not chiefly belong to my heart?* I have told more of 
you to myself, tliau you can with modesty speak in your 
own behalf ; and thus far I confirm you.' O, yon gods, 
think I, what need we have any friends, if we should 
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Dr. Fanner proposei to read mg. REED. 

That U, arriTed at the perfection of hapuioMi. JOHNSON. 

ChmitMe lignifiee dear, endearing. Bo MiUoo: 

« Relations dear, and all the ekaritiet 

Of father, ion, and brodier'* 



AhM, In English, are called charities, and from thence we majr CDlleet that gar an- 
anmn knew weii fai what the virtae of alms-riTine coaiiitiedr } not In tlia ad, hot 

in the dlapodtioa. W AHBURTON. ^The neaninff b prababfy Ihiit Whjr an 700 

dlitinfuisned from thouMindiy by that title <if endearment, was there not a Bar^ohr 
connexion and Lniercourse of teudemcitf tietween Tott and me ? [3] I fix fOW 

characters firm!/ in my own mtaS. JOUNSOX 
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neTer luiTe aeed of them ? they were the most needless 
creaturei Utu^ should we ne'er have use for them : 
and would most resemble sweet instruments hung up in 
cases, that keep their sounds to themselves. Why, 1 
haye often wished myself poorer, that I might come near- 
er to you. We are bom to do benefits : and what better 
or properer can we call our own, than the riches of our 
friends ? O, what a precious comfort ^tis, to have so many, 
like brothers, commanding one another's fortunes ! O 
joy, e'en made away ere it can be born 1^ Mine eyes can- 
not hold water, methinks : to forget their faults, 1 drink to 
you. 

Apem, Thou weepest to make them drink, Timon.^ 

2 Lord, Joy had Uie like conception in our eyes. 
And, at that instant, like a babe sprung up.^ 

Apem, Ho, ho I I laugh to think that babe a bastard. 

3 Lord. I promise you, my lord, you movM me much. 
J^ptm* Much ! ' [Tucket sounded, 
Tim. What means that trump ? — How now ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Please you, my lord, there are certain ladies 
most desirous of admittance. 

TVfit. Ladies ? what are their wills ? 

Serv. There comes with them a fore-runner, my lord» 
vthich bears that office, to signify their pleasures. 

Tim, I pray, let them be admitted. 

Enter Cupid. 

Cup, Hail to thee, worthy Timon ; — and to all 
That of his bounties taste ! — ^The five best senses 
Acknowledge thee their patron ; and come freely 
To gratulate thy plenteous bosom : The ear, 
Taste, touch, smell, all pleas'd from thy table rise ; 
They onJy now come but to feast thine eyes. 

Tim, They are welcome all ; let them have kind ad- 
mittance : 
Music, make their welcome. [Exit Cupid. 

1 Lord. You see, my lord, how ample you are belov'd. 

Ml Tetn b&tag the effect both of Jov anl crteL mppUtd our author with mj^ 
poftnllyorecmeeltfWbkhbeMldom&iktolBdalge. TimoB, weeplo|wlth« kU 
of tawterplBMara, cries oat,<'OJmri e^ wadtt atngr, destrared, tnroed to ttti^i 
hcfcraii cm be born, before it can be folly poiMMd^ JO^'^'^^'.^^w. 

ta Tho oofort ■eoaoof A n ea MOt we ie, ** what then loeeet, they gtC* JO H»».^ 
W Doee net he dweU on Tloioirtowtaphor, by referring to dramMtaoeefl pioeM- 
lag no hinh, and meaneiojr was coneeived in tlieir ojet, and ■proof op ikero MO 
<lw notion^ a babe in tho woahf TOLLST. 
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Miuic, Re-enter Cupid, with a Masque ofLaditM Of jIm* 

zonSy with lutes in their hands, dancing and plojfing* 

Apem, Hey-day, 
What a sweep of yanity comes this way ! 
They dance ! they are mad women. 
Like madness is the glory of this life. 
As this pomp shows to a little oil, and root^ 
We make ourselves fools, to disport ourselves ; 
And spend our flatteries, to drink those men, 
Upon whose age we void it up again, 
With poisonous spite, and envy. Who lives, that's not 
Depraved, or depraves ? who dies, that bears 
Not one spurn to their graves of their friends' gift ?• 
I should ^r, those, that dance before me now, 
Would one day stamp upon me : It has been done ; 
Men shut their doors against a setting sun. 
T7ie lords rise from table, with much adoring of Tuiov ; 

and, to show their loves, each singles out an Amazon^ omA 

all dance, men with women ; a lofty strain or two to ^ 

hautboys, and cease, 

Tim, You have done our pleasures much graces &ir 
ladies, 
Set a fair fashion on our entertainment. 
Which was not half so beautiful and kind ; 
You have added worth unto't, and lively lustre, 
And entertain'd me with mine own device ;* 
I am to thank you for it. 

1 Lady. My lord, you take us even at the best. 

Apem. 'Faith, for the worst is filthy ; and would not 
hold taking, I doubt me. 

TiVn. Ladies, there is an idle banquet 
Attends you. Please you to dispose yourselves. 

All Lad. Most thankfully, my lord. 

[Exe. Cupid and Ladies 

Tim. Flavius, — 

Flam. My lord, 

Tinu The little casket bring me hither. 

Flav. Yes, my lord. — ^More jewels yet ! 
There is no crossing him in his humour ; . [Aiide, 

Else I should tell him, — Well, — ^i'faith, I should, 



[7] **Tbegloi7of thif UfeisveiynesrtoniadDeMi^uiiMrbeiinKietoqipnrftVB 

; on « oil gnA n 

we tewrn whMi 



xhU pomik, eihiblted in a jdace wbere a riiikwo[dier it fieeiUiig on « oil ioid rooCi." 
Whea vre webgr axainple liow few ara the neeeanrieiof lifiB, 



neu tliere It In w much superflnl^. JOHNSON. 

"1 That is, given tbem Vy their friends. JOHNSON. 

I The madi appears to have heen designed hj Timon to surprise bis guettl. JOON. 



ACT I. TIMON OF ATHEXS. 199 

When all's spent, he'd be cross'd then, an he couldJ 

'Tis pity, bounty had not eyes behind ;* 

That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind.^ 

[Exit, and returns with the cadut. 

1 Lord, Where be our men ? 
Serv, Here, my lord, in readiness. 

2 Lard, Our horses. 

Tim* O my friends, I have one word 
To say to you : — Look you, my good lord, I must 
Entreat you, honour me so much, as to 
Advance this jewel \* 
Accept, and wear it, kind my lord. 

1 Lord, I am so far already in your gifts, — 
AIL So are we all. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, My lord, there are certain nobles of the senate 
Newly ali^ted, and come to visit you. 

Tim, They are fairly welcome. 

Flav, I beseech your honour. 
Vouchsafe me a word ; it does concern you near. 

Tim, Near ? why then another time I'll hear thee : 
I pp'ythee, let us be provided 
To show them entertainment. 

Flav, [Ande^l I scarce know how. 

Enter another Servant, 

2 Serv, May it please your honour, the lord Lucius, 
Out of his free love, hath presented to you 

Four milk white horses, trapp'd in silver. 

Tim, I shall accept them fairly : let the presents 

Enter a third Servant, 
Be worthily entertain'd ? — How now, what news ? 

3 Serv, Please you, my lord, that honourable gentle- 
man, lord Lucullus, entreats your company to-morrow to 
hunt with him ; and has sent your honour two brace of 
greyhounds. 

TVm. I'll hunt with him ; And let them be receiv'd, 
Not without fair reward. 

Flav, [Aside,] What will this come to ? 
He commands us to provide, and give great gifts, 

[1] AUndiag to our ^ dtrer penny, used before K. Edward the First's time, whiek 
liaa a croa on the nvine with a crease, that it might lie more eAaiW* broken iirto 
halve* and quarters, half-pence and fiuthlngs. From this penny, and other pieces^ 
was our eommon ezpession derived, ** I have notacross about me}** i. e> not apiece 
of mooey. THEOBALJX 

To see the miseries tliat are following her. JOHNSON. 

For nobleness of souL JOHNSON. 

To prefer it } to raise it to honour t^ wearing it. JOHNSON 
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And all out of an empty coffer. — . 
Nor will he know his pane ; or yield me tliif , 
To show him what a beggar his heart is. 
Being of no power to make his wishes good ; 
His promises fly so beyond his state. 
That what he speaks is all in debt, he owes 
For every word ; He is so kind, that he now 
Pays interest for't : his land's pat to their books- 
Well, Vould I were gently put out of office. 
Before 1 were forc'd out ! 
Happier is he that has no friend to feed. 
Than such as do even enemies exceed. 
I bleed inwardly for my lord. {EariL 

Tim, You do yourselves 
Much wrong, you bate too much of your own merits :— 
Here, my lord, a trifle of our love. 

2 Lord, With more than common thanks I will receiTe iti> 

3 Lord, O, he is the very soul of bounty ! 

TVmon. And now I remember me, my lord, you gave 
Good words the other day of a bay courser 
I rode on : it is yours, because you lik'd it. 

2 Lord, I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, in that 

Tim, You may take my word, my lord ; I know, no 
Can justly praise, but what he does aflect : 
I weigh my friend's afiection with mine own ; 
I'll tell you true. I'U call on you. 

AU Lords, None so welcome. 

3Vm. 1 take all and your several visitations 
So kind to heart, 'tis not enough to give ; 
Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friendSi 
And ne'er be weary. — ^Alcibiades, 
Thou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich. 
It comes in charity to thee : for all thy living 
Is 'mongst the dead ; and all the lands dioo hast 
Lie in a pitch'd field. 

Alcib. Ay, defiled land, my lord.^ 

1 Lord, We are so virtuously bound,- 
Tim. And so 

Am I to you. 

2 Lord, So infinitely endear'd, 

2Vffi. All to you.* — ^Lights, more lights.' 



m AldbkMlesb told tliikt"hi8 estate Hm Ida pHdi^Md.* K0W« pMsk (JM VM> 

itarf*y«) doth defile." Aldbiadct therefore re^ee, tket kif eMIt Itat ■ to < ' 

land." JOHNSON. 

[6] AH good wishes, or all happiness to 700. STBEVSH8. 
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1 Lord, The best of happiness, ' 
nonour, and fortunes, keep with you, lord Timon ! 

Tkn. Ready for his friends. [Eke, Algib. Lordi, 4«. 

J^fem, What a coil's here ! 
Serrii^ of becks,' and jutting out of bums * 
I doobt whether dieir legs be worth the sums 
That are giyen for 'em.' Friendship's full of dregs : 
Jfethinks, false hearts should neyer hav^e sound legs. 
That honest fools lay out their wealth on court'sies. 

Tim. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not sullen, 
I'd be good to thee. 

Jipem, No, I'll nothing : for. 
If I should be brib'd too, there would b^none lefl 
To rail upon thee ; and then thou woul^t sin the ftster. 
Thoa giT'st so long, Timon, I fear me, thou 
Wilt gi?e away thyself in paper shortly :* 
\Vlait need these feasts, pomps, and Tain glories ? 

Tim, Nay, 
An you begin to rail on society once, 
I am sworn, not to give regard to you. 
Farewell ; and come with better music. lExit. 

Apem, So ; — 
Thou'lt not hear me now, — thou shalt not then, I'll lock 
Thy heaven from thee.' O, that men's ears should be 
To counsel deaf, but not to flattery ! [Eixit. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — The same. A Room in a Senator's House. iSn- 
ter a SencUoVj with Papers in his hand. 

Sen. And late, five thousand to Varro ; and to Isidore 
lie owes nine thousand ; besides my former sum, 
Which makes it five and twenty. — Still in motion 
Of raging waste ? It cannot hold ; it will not. 
If 1 want gold, steal but a beggar's dog, 
Aud give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold : 
if I would sell my horse, and buy twenty more 
Better than he, why, give my horse to Timon, 



(71 Bcefe BMUM A nloUUon with the hmd. 8o Milton, 

" Nodi and lieclis, and wreathed smiles."* JOHNSON. 

Ti) Mrrt a beck— meant, to paj a courtly obedience to a nod. 8TEEVEN8. 

[9] H« plays wpan tbt word Ug^ os It signifies a Iwib, and * ^^ ^ *^^ Jr^OvT 

[91 Be mined by secnrlties entered inta WARBURTON. 

i I : By /U» AsoMH he aeans rood adiice. VL MASON. 

Vol. VIIL 1 1 
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Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me, straight, 
And able horses : No porter at his gate ; 
But rather one that smiles, and still invites 
All that pass by. It cannot hold ; no reason 
Can found his state in safety. Caphis, ho ! 
Caphis, I say ! 

Enter Caphis. 

Caph, Here, sir ; What is your pleasure ? 

Sen, Get on your cloak, and haste you to lord Timon ; 
Importune him for my monies ; be not ceas'd 
With slight denial ; nor then silenc'd, when — 
Commend me to your master — and the cap 
Plays in the right Jiand, thus : — ^but tell him, sirrah, 
My uses cry to me, I must serve my turn 
Out of mine own ; his days and times are past, 
And my reliances on his fracted dates 
Has smit my credit : I love, and honour him ; 
But must not break my back, to heal his finger : 
Immediate are my needs ; and my relief 
Must not be tossM and turn'd to me in words, 
But find supply immediate. Get you gone : 
Put on a most importunate aspect, 
A visage of demand ; for, I do fear, 
When every feather sticks in his own wing, 
4Liord Timon will be led a naked gull. 
Which flashes now a phoenix.* Get you gone. 

Caph. I go, sir. 

Sen. I go, sir ? — Take the bonds along with you. 
And have the dates in compt. 

Caph. I will, sir. 

Sen. Go. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
7%e same, A Hall in Timon's House. Enter Flavius. 

with mxiny bills in his hand. 

Flav. No care, no stop ! so senseless of expence, 
That he will neither know how to maintain it, 
Nor cease his flow of riot : Takes no account 
How things go from him ; nor resumes no care 
Of what is to continue ; Never mind 
Was to be sq unwise, to be so kind.^ 

IS) A gvU b a Urd M reroarkabto for the porertj of its feathers, af a pbcnia U 
nappoutato be for the richnen of Its {kluinage. STEEVENS. 

[y| To make this line sense and gnunawj it dHHdd be supplied thus: 
Was [made] to be so unwise, (la Older J to be so kind $ 
i, e Nataie, in order to make a profiue mlncl, acfer before endowed war tttaa «IA 
so large a slare of fol^. WAKBURTON. 
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'Vhat shall be done ? He will not hear, till feel : 

-must be round with him, now he comes from banting. 
?*ye, fye, fye, fye ! 

EtUer Caphis, and the Servants of Isidore and Varro 

Caph. Good even, Varro :* What, 
IToo come for money ? 

Far. Serv, IsH not your business too ? 

CboA. It is ; — ^And yours too, Isidore ? 

Ina, Serv. It is so. 

Caph. 'Would we were all discharged ! 

Far. Serv. I fear it. 

Caph. Here comes the lord. 

Elnter Timon, Alcibiades, and Lords ^ 4^. 

Tim. So soon as dinner's done, we'll forth again, 
My Alcibiades. — ^With me ? what's your will ? 

Caph. My lord, here is a note of certain dues. 

7\m. Dues ? Whence are you ? 

Caph.. Of Athens here, my lord. 

Tim. Go to my steward. 

Caph. Please it your lordship, he hath put me off 
To tne succession of new days this month : 
My master is awak'd by great occasion. 
To call upon his own ; and humbly prays you, 
That with your other noble parts you'll suit,* 
In giving him his right. 

Tim. Mine honest friend, 
I pr'ythee, but repair to me next morning. 

Caph. Nay, good my lord, 

Titn. Contain thyself, good friend. 

Far. Serv. One Varro's servant, my good lord,-^- 

Isid. Serv. From Isidore ; 
He humbly prays your speedy payment, — 

Caph. If you did know, my lord, my master's wants, — 

Far. Serv. 'Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, six weeks, 
And past, — 

Isid. Serv. Your steward puts me off, my lord f 
And I am sent expressly to your lordship. 

Tim. Give me breath : — 

£4] O»od «veit, or as it is sometimes less accurately written, good den^ was fhe usoal 
sawttUkm from noon, Uie moment that good tnomm became improper. STEE V. 

Whether servants in our author's time toolc the names of dielr matter, I know not 
PerhiDs it if A slip of neg^Iigence. JOHNSON. 

Jn That you inll beiiaTe on this occasion in a maaner coulstttt with your warn 
ivqaaUtier BTEEVENS. 



*. 
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I do beseech you, good my lords, keep on ; 

[Ext. ALciBiADfis and L»ri$, 
111 wait upon you instantly.— -Come hither, prayyoQ. 

[Ti> pLArm. 
How goes the world, that I am thus encounter'd 
With clamorous demands of date-broke bonds. 
And the detention of long-since^ue debts, 
Against my honour ? 

Flav. Please you, gentlemen, 
The time is unagreeable to this business : 
Your importunacy cease, till after dinner ; 
That J may make his lordship understand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 

Tim* Do so, my friends : 
See them well entertain'd. 1^^ TmoR. 

Flav. I pray, draw near. [^^ Flativs. 

Enter Apemaktus and a Fool} 

Caph. Stay, stay, here comes the fool with Apemantus : 
let's nawe some sport with 'em. 

Far, Sero, Hang him, he'll abuse us. 

indk Serv. A plague upon him, dog ! 

Far, Serv. How dost, fool ? 

.fyem. Dost dialogue with thy shadow ? 

Far, Serv, I speak not to thee. 

4pem. No ; 'tis to thyself, — Come away. [To tfte Fool, 

Jnd, Serv. [To Far, Serv,] There's the fool hang9 on 
yonr back already. 

Apem. No, thou stand'st single, thou art not on him yet. 

(Mph, .Where's the fool now ? 

Apem. He last asked the question. — Poor n^es, and 
usurers' men ! bawds between gold and want ! 

Ml Serv. What are we, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Asses. 

MServ, Why? 

Apem, That you ask me what you are, and do not knoxf 
yourselves. — Speak to 'em, fool. 

Fool. How do you, gentlemen ? 

All 5srv.Gramercies, good fool : How does your mistress? 

Fool. She's e'en setting on water to scald such chick- 
ens as you are. 'Would, we could see you at Corinth.' 

. (•] i Mupaet Maie leene to be loit, in which the entranot of the fiuL aniite nn 
A^ i!.ii — 1.1-, — J — I 1 1^ »^*-^j„-^-. ji-i.jp.^ 1- -~i^r^ ^^f Miimiirf 

wm infimned tiiat th^ were ibt fool and page of Fbi7Bia,11«smidFa,cr mpe oAv 
oovtezan, upon tte knowled|^ of which oependt tibe giealer put of thaoandnf Jo- 
cvlaiitT. JOHNSON. 

PI A cant term for a bawdy-hoitfie WARBURTON. 
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J^pim,. Good ! gramercy. 

EiUer Page. 

FM, LodE yon, hert comes my nustress' page. 

Page. [To the FooL] Why, how now, captain ? what do 
you in this wise company ? How dost thou, Apemantos ? 

Apem. 'Would I had a rod in my mouth, that I mi^t 
answer thee profitably. 

Page. Pr'ythee, Apemantus, read me the supencrip* 
tion of these letters ; I know not which is which. 

Jfyem. Canst not read ? 

Page. No. 

Jiptm. There will little leamiz^ die then, that day thou 
art hanged. This is to lord Timon ; this to Alcibiades* 
Go ; thou wast bom a bastard, and thou'lt die a bawd. 

Page. Thou wast whelped a dog ; and thou shalt famish, 
a dog's death. Answer not, I am gone. [Exit, 

Apem. Even so thou out-runn'st grace. Fool, I will go 
with you to lord Timon's. 

Fool. Will you leave me there ? 

Apem. If Timon stay at home. — ^You three serve three 
\usurers ? 

All Serv. Ay ; 'would they served us ! 

Apem. So would 1, — as good a trick as ever hangman 
served thief. 

Fool. Are you three usurers' men ? 

AH Serv. Ay, fool. 

Fool. I think, no usurer but has a fool to his servant : 
My nnstress is one, and I am her fool. When men come 
to borrow of your masters, they appitech sadly, and go 
away merry ; but they enter my mistress' house merrily, 
and go away sadly : The reason of this ? 

Far. Serv. I could render one. 

Apem. Do it then, that we may account thee a whore- 
master, and a knave ; which notwithstanding, thou shalt 
be no less esteem'd. 

Var. Serv. What is a whoremaster, fool ? 

Fool. A fool in good clothes, and something like thee. 
'Tis a spirit : sometime, it appears like a lord ; .sometime, 
tike a lawyer ; sometime, like a philosopher, with two 
stones more than his artificial one. He is very often like 
a knight ; and, generally in all shapes, that man goes up 
and down in, from fourscore to thirteen, this spirit walks in. 

Fat. Serv. Thou art not sdtogether a fool. 
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Fod. Nor thou altogether a wise maa : as mac 
foolery as I have, so much wit thou lackest. 

Apem. That answer might have hecome Apemantos. 

All Serv. Aside, aside ; here comes lord Timon. 
Re-enter Timon and Flavius. 

J^em. Come, with me, fool, come. 

J^W. I do not always follow lover, elder brother, ax 
woman ; sometime, the philosopher. 

\Exe, Apemantus and Foe 

Flav, 'Pray you, walk near ; I'll speak with you anoi 

[Exe. Ser 

Tim. You make me marvel : Wherefore, ere this tim 
Had you not fully laid my state before me ; 
That I might so have rated my expence, 
As I had leave of means ? 

Flav, You would not hear me, 
At many leisures I propos'd. 

Tim. Go to : 
Perchance, some single vantages you took, 
When my indisposition put you back ; 
And that unaptness made your minister,' 
Thus to excuse yourself. 

Fiav. O my good lord i 
At many times I brought in my accounts, 
Laid them before you ; you would throw them off, 
And say, you found them in mine honesty. 
When, for some trifling present, you have bid me 
Return so much, I have shook my head, and wept ; 
Yea, 'gainst the authority of manners, pray'd you 
To hold your hand more close : I did endure 
Not seldom, nor no slight checks ; when I have 
Prompted you, in the ebb of your estate, 
And your great flow of debts. My dear-lov'd lord, 
Though you hear now, (too late !) yet now's a time,^ 
The greatest of your having lacks a half 
Topay your present debts. 

TVm. Let all my land be sold. 

Flav. 'Tis all engaged, some forfeited and gone ; 
And what remains will hardly stop the mouth 
Of present dues : the future comes apace : 
What shall defend the interim ? and at length 

IS] And made that nnaptness your minister. MALONE. 

6] Though I tell you this, says F' ' 
.jrmation to be of any Nnrlee to yc^ , 
be acquainted with it. RITSON. 



[6] Though I tell you tus, says Flavius, at too late a period, periian, for tfM i 
formation to be of any senriee to you, yet, late as It is, it is neceiaaiy tnit you Aqi 
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How goes our reckoning ? 

TVtn. To Lacedaemon did my land extend. 

Flav, O my good lord, the world is but a word ; 
Were it all yours to give it in a breath, 
How quickly were it gone ? 

Tinu You tell me true. 

FUo). If you suspect my husbandry, or felsehood, 
Call me before the exactest auditors, 
And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me. 
When all our offices^ have been oppress'd 
With riotous feeders ; when our vaults have wept 
With drunken spilth of wine ; when every room 
Hath blaz'd with lights, and bray'd with minstrelsy ; 
I have retir'd me to a wasteful cock,^ 
And set mine 03^68 at flow. 

Tim, Pr'ythee , no more. 

Flav» Heavens, have I said, the bounty of this lord ! 
How many prodigal bits have slaves, and peasants, 
This night englutted ! Who is not Timon's ? 
What heart, head, sword, force, means, but is lord Timon's? 
Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timon ? 
Ah t when the means are gone, that buy this praise, 
The breath is gone whereof this praise is made : 
Feast-won, fast-lost ; one cloud of winter showers, 
These flies are couch'd. 

TVm. Come, sermon me no further : 
No villanous bounty yet hath passM my heart ; 
Unwisely, not ignobly, have I given.' 
Why dost thoa weep ? Canst thou the conscience lack, 
To think I shall lack friends ? Secure thy heart ; 
If I would broach the vessels of my love, 
And try the argument of hearts by borrowing,' 
Men, and men's fortunes, could I frankly use. 
As I can bid thee speak. 

Flav. Assurance bless your thoughts ! 

Tim, And, iu some sort, these wants of mine are crown'd. 
That I account them blessings ; for by these 

[81 Q/JSeet-4be apartments allotted to culinary purposes, &c. STEEVENS. 
[1] Coek^ti coekloft, a garret And_a leatt^ cocky signifies a garret lying in 

sglected, put to no 1 ' 

md cock u what w< 

Ithereby prerenti t 

superfliMNit water. 



waste, neglected, put to no use. HANUEllL 

A wMute/W cock u what we now call a waste pipe ; a pipe which is continually nm- 
ninr, and ther^ prerents the overfk>w of dstei us ana other reservoirs, by carrying 
off their superfluous water. COLLINS. . .. 



fieflectlmi that Ilk ruin was Mi brought <m fay the pursuit of giiilnr I 

[S] JiYMNcnt— magr nwaa the contents, as the argument m a booh } or for evi- 
4iencM and proofr. JOHITOON. 
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Shall I try friendi : You shall perceiTe, how yo« 
JfiBtake my foitnnes ; I am wealthy in my frienda* 
Within there, ho !— -Flaminius ! Serfilius ! 

Enter Flaminivs, Scrvilius, and c4her Servo 'f:^ 

Serv. My lord, my lord, 

lYm. 1 will despatch you severally. — ^You,to Irrd ^ ,/ji 
— ^To lord Lncullus you ; I hunted with his 
Honour to-day ; — You, to Sempronius ; 
Commend me to their loves ; and, I am prou^, .?iiy 
That my occasions have found time to use the>ii 
Toward a supply of money : let the request 
Be fifty talents. 

FUun. As you have said, my lord. 

Flav. Lord Lucius, and lord Lucullus ? hump.^ i [A 

Tim. Go you, sir, to the senators, ['i^o another Set 

i Of whom, even to the state's best health, I have 
)eserv'd this hearing,) bid 'em send o'the instant 
A thousand talents to me. 

Flav. I have been bold, 
jF or that I knew it the most gen'ral way,)^ 
To them to use your signet, and ;« our name ; 
But they do shake their heads, aad I am here 
No richer in return. 

Tim. Is't true ? can it be ? 

FUm. They answer, in a joint and corporate voice, 
That now they are at fall, want treasure, cannot 
Do what they would ; are sorry — ^you are honourable,- 
But yet they could have wish'd-— they know not — but 
Something hath been amiss — a noble nature 
May catch a wrench — ^would all were well — 'tis pity — 
And so, intending other serious matters,' 
After distasteful looks, and these hard fractions,^ 
With certain half-caps,' and cold-moving nods, 
They froze me into silence. 

Tim. You gods, reward them ! — 
I pr'ythee, man, look cheerly ; These old fellows 
Have their ingratitude in them hereditary :^ 
Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it seldom flows ; 
'Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind ; 

- ■ I- I 1 I^^M_M_l_ _ 

^4] Oowmf is not speecly, Imt eompendioiu, the way to try manj at a tlms. 

JOHNSON 
<5] iiileiiiUiif is renrding, turning their notice to other tUngs. JOHNSON 
jrVaefiMit-^faroBen hints, interrupted sentenees, abrupt rraMriu. JOHNSON 
T A kalf-ttf if A cap sligfatfy moved, not pot o£ JOHNSON. 

9} Berediiary fisr bj natural conftitution. But tome dittempen oflMtiiral eoai 
taOBB belfeg Galled hunadltary, he eall* Oteir ingraUtude uo. WARBURTON. 
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id nature, as it gprows again toward earth, 

-fiehioa'd £>r the journey, doll, and heayj.— > 

o to Ventidins,— [To a Sero.] Pr'ythee, [I^ Flavhts.] 

be not sad, 
[liou art true, and honest ; ingeniously I speak,* 
>o blame belongs to thee :-^[To Sero.] Ventidius lately 
fuied his fiither ; by whose death, he's stepped 
^ a great estate : when he was poor, 
irison'd, and in scarcity of friends, 
clear'd him with five talents : Greet him from me ; 
&d him suppose, some good necessity 
*ouches his friend, which craves to be remember'd 
ITith those five talents : — that had, [To Flavius.] give it 

these fellows, 
\> whom 'tis instant due. Ne'er speak, or think, 
%at Timon's fortunes 'mong his friends can sink. 
Flav. I would, I could not think it ; That thought is 

bounty's foe ; 
^eing free itself, it thinks all others so.* [Exeunt,- 



ACT in. 

ICENE I.— -7%e same, A Room in Lucullus*s House. 
Flaminius waiting. Enter a Servant to him. 

Serv. I HAVE told my lord of you, he is coming down 
to you. 

Mam, I thank you, sir. 

Enter Lucullus. 

Serv. Here's my lord. 

LmcuI. [Aside.] One of lord Timon's men ? a gift, 1 
varrant. Why, this hits right ; I dreamt of a silver ba- 
ion and ewer to-night Flaminius, honest Flaminius ; ^ou 
ure very respectively welcome, sir.* — Fill me some vnne. 
Exit Servant.] — ^And' how does that honourable, complete, 
ree-hearted gentleman of Athens, thy very bountiful good 
ord and master ? 

Flam. His health is well, sir. 

Lucul. I am right glad that his health is well, sir : And 
^hat hast thou there under thy cloak, pretty Flaminius ? 

Flam, 'Faith, nothing but an emptjr box, sir ; which. 



litMiiiraf wasandentfar lued iMtcMl of ingtwuem, fiEEO. 

. . . ^ee h UbsFBl, not paniiBoakMS. JCttlNSON. 

[S] awpectfnlly. So in King J«*n, 



» *Tis Coo retpectiTe." STEEVEMg. 

14 Vol. VIII. 
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in my lord's behalf, I come to entreat year honoiir to j 
supply ; who, having great and instant occasion to me ^ i 
talents, hath sent to your lordship to furnish him ; iiotfain| 
doubting your present assistance therein. 

LucuL La, la, la, Id, — nothing doubting, says he ? a]a«, 
good lord ! a noble gentleman 'tis, if he would not keep 
so good a house. Many a time and often I have dined 
with him, and told him on't ; and come again to supper j 
to him, of purpose to hare him spend less : and yet be 
would embrace no counsel, take no warning by my coming. 
Every man has his fault, and honesty is his ;' I have told 
him on't, but I could never get him from it. 

Re-enter Servant^ with wine. 

Serv, Please your lordship, here is the wine. 

LaicuL, Flaminius, I have noted thee always wise. 
Here's to thee. 

Flam, Your lordship speaks your pleasure. 

Luctd, I have observed thee always for a towardly 
prompt spirit, — give thee thy due, — and one that knows 
what belongs to reason : and canst use the time weU, if 
the time use thee well : good parts in thee. — ^Get you 
gone, sirrah. [7b the Servant, who goes otU,] — Draw 
nearer, honest Flaminius. Thy lord's a bountiful gentle- 
man : but thou art wise ; and thou knowest well enough, , 
although thou comest to me, that this is no time to lend 
money ;- especially upon bare friendship, without security. 
Here's three solidares for thee ; good boy, wink at me: 
and say, thou saw'st me not. Fare thee well. 

Flam, Is't possible, the world should so much differ ; 
And we alive, that liv'd 1* Fly, damned baseness. 
To him that worships thee. [Throwing the money away, 

LucuL Ha ! Now, I see, thou art a fool, and fit for tHy 
master. [Exit Lucullus. 

Flam. May these add to the number that may scald thee ! 
Let molten coin be thy damnation,^ 
Thou disease of a friend, and not himself ! 
Has friendship such a faint and milky heart. 



^ 



Henuty does not bere mean probi^, but libenllfy. M. MASON. 

[4] And we iR^M> were alive then, alive now. As much as to say, inu tkart a Hm. 

WARBIJRTVIL 

[S] PMlMupsfhe poet alludes to the punishment inflicted on M. Aquilius by Mithit- 
dMCt. In Tk* SUpkerJPs Calendar, however, Laxarus declares himself to Imv* seen 
in beU a great number of wide cauldrons aud kettles full of boyling lead and oyle, 
with odier hot metals molten, in the which were plunged and dipped ^ coviloiii 
men and women (br to fnUU and replenis*^ <hem of their Insatfaite covctiia 8TEEV 



MST III. TIMON OF ATHENS. 211 

it turns in less than two nights ?* O you go^» 

1 feel my master's passion ! This slare 

Unto his honour, has my lord's meat in him : 

Wl^ should it thriye, and turn to nutriment, 

When he is tumM to poison ? 

0,:may diseases only work upon't ! 

And, when he is sick to death, let not that part of nature 

Which my lord paid for, be of any power 

To expel sickness, but prolong his hour ! [Exit, 

SCJSNE IL^ 

The same, A public Place, JSnIer Lucirs, linth three Strangers. 

Luc. Who, the lord Timon ? he is my very good friend » 
and an honourable gentleman. 

1 Stran. We know him for no less,^ though we are but 
strangers to him. But I can teU you one thing, my lord, 
and which I hear from conmion rumours ; now lord Ti* 
mon's happy hours are done and past, and his estate shrinks 
from him. 

Lmc. Fye, no, do not believe it ; he cannot want for 
money. 

2 l^ran. But believe you this, my lord, that, not long 
ago, one of his men was with the lord LucuUus, to bor- 
row so many talents f nay, urged extremely for't, and 

' showed what necessity belonged to't, and yet was denied. 

Lmc. How ? 

2 Stran. I tell you, denied, my lord. 

Lmc. What a strange case was that ? now, before the 
gods, I am ashamed onH. Denied that honourable man ? 
there was very little honour showed in't. For my own 
part, I must needs confess, 1 have received some small 
kindnesses from him, as money, plate, jewels, and such 
like trifles, nothing comparing to his ; yet, had he mis- 
took him, and sent to me, I should ne'er have denied his 
occasion so many talents. 

Enter Servilius. 

Ser. See, by good hap, yonder's my lord ; I have sweat 
to see his honour. — My honour'd lord, — [To Lucius. 

Lue. Servilius ! you are kindly met, sir. Fare thee 

[6] f^nnM^g to the turning or aeesoenoe of milk. JOHNSON. 

ri] That it, tor know him ay raport to bet no Un than yoa r t p n u mi him, though 
we are mnagtn to his penon. JOHNSON. 

[8] A ctrlain muobcroi talent*, such a number as he might happen to want 

UALONEt 
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well : — Commend me to thy faonourable-Tirtaoiu lori, 
▼ery ezqaisite friend. 

Ser. May it please your honour, my lord hat sentp- 

Luc. Ha ! what has he sent ? I am so much endeml 
to that lord ; he's ever sending : How shall I thank hitt 
thinkest thou ? And what has he sent now ? 

Ser. He has only sent his present occasion now> ■ 
lord ; requesting your lordship to supply his instant m 
with so many talents. 

Luc. I know, his lordship is but merry with me ; I 
cannot want fifly-five hundred talents. 

Ser. But in the mean time he wants less, my lord. 
If his occasion were not virtuous,^ 
f should not urge it half so faithfuUy.^ 

Luc. Dost thou speak seriously, Senriliua ? 

•Ser. Upon my soul, 'tis true, sir. 

Liu:. What a wicked beast was 1, to disfumish mys 
against such a good time, when 1 might have shown h 
self honourable ? how unluckily it happened, thit 
should purchase the day before for a little part, and \ 
do a great deal of honour ? — Servilius, now before 1 
gods, I am not able to do't ; the more beast, I say :- 
was sending to use lord Timon myself, these gentlem 
can witness ; but 1 would not, for the wealth of A the 
I had done it now. Commend me bountifuUy to 
good lordship ; and 1 hope, his honour will conceiye t 
fairest of me, because I have no power to be kind : 
And tell him this from me, 1 count it one of my great* 
afflictions, say, that I cannot pleasure such an honoui 
ble gentleman. Good Servilius, will you befriend ] 
so far, as to use my own words to him ? 

Ser. Yes, sir, I shall. 

Luc. 1 wUl look you out a good turn, Servilius. [Ex, Si 
— True, as you said, Timon is shrunk, indeed ; 
And he, that's once denied, will hardly speed. [Ea 

1 Siran. Do you observe this, Hostilius ? 

2 Slran. Ay, too well. 
1 Stran. Why this 

Ib the world's soul ; And just of the same piece 
Is every flatterer's spirit. Who can call lum 
His friend, that dips in the same dish ?* for, in 



[81 If he did lot want H for • good use. JOHNSON, 

fl] Foft VU2y for denmiUy. WAftBURTON. 

\A Thi» phnw if fcrbidnml: <* He Uwt dippelli lab faand with ns la flw dl 
St.Mmt.JXfi.2i. STEEVENS. 
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^^iBIowiiig, Timon has been this lord's fiihw, 
2^ 1^^ ^ credit with his purse ; 

ported his estate ; nay, Timon's money 
paid his men their wages : He ne'er drinkly 
Timon's silver treads upon his lip ; 
yet, (O, see the monstrousness of man 
m he looks out in an ungrateful shs^ I) 
does deny him, in respect of his,* 
at charitable men afiford to beggars* 
9 Siran. Religion groans at it 
1 Siran. For mine own part, 
neTer tasted Timon in my life, 
3f or came any of his bounties over me, 
v*To mark me for his friend ; yet, I protest, 
' Tor his right noble mind, illustrious virtue, 
Jkad honourable carriage, 
Had his necessity made use of me, 
1 would have put my wealth into donation. 
And the best half should have return'd to him,^ 
So much I love his heart : But, I perceive, 
Men must learn now with pity to dispense : 
For policy sits above conscience. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

J%e same. A room in Sempronius's House, Enter Sekfro- 
Nius, and a Servant of Timon's. 

Sem, Must he needs trouble me in't ? Humph ! 'Bove 
all others ? 
He might have tried lord Lucius, or Lucullus ; 
And now Ventidius is wealthy too. 
Whom he redeemed from prison : All these three 
Owe their estates unto him. 

Serv, O my lord, 
They have ail been touch'd,^ and found base metal ; for 
They liave all denied him. 

iS67n, How ! have they denied him ? 
Has Ventidius and Lucullus denied him ? 

And does he send to me ? Three ? humph ! 

It shows but little love or judgment in him. 

[9] Ttet is, in respect of hb fortune, what Lucius denies to Timon is in 
to wMt Lndos possesses, less tlian tlw vstal alms given by good men to 1 

"jOHx'SOJi. 
' [41 The best half of my wealth should hate been the reply. I would' have anstoerra 
his raqnisltaon with the best half of what I am worth. STEEVENR. 

(Sfrhat is, Sriedj ailading to the touchstone. JOHNSON*. 
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Mast I be his last refuge ? His friends, like physici 
Thrive, give him over ;' Must I take the cure upoi 
He has much disgrac'd me in't ; I am angry at him, 
That might have known my place : I see no sense 
But his occasions might have woo'd me first ; 
For, in my conscience, I was the first man 
That e^cr receiv'd giil from him : 
And does he think so backwardly of me now, 
That I'll requite it last ? No : So it may prove 
An argument of laughter to the rest, 
And I amongst the lords be thought a fool. 
I had rather than the worth of thrice the sum. 
He had sent to me first, but for my mind's sake ; 
I had such a courage to do him good.' But now ret 
And with their faint reply this answer join ; 
Who bates mine honour, shall not know my coin. 

Serv. Excellent ! Your lordship's a goodly villain 
devil knew not what he did, when he made man p 
he crossed himself by 't : and I cannot think, but, 
end, the vilLmies of man will set him clear.' How 
this lord strives to appear foul ? takes virtuous co] 
be wicked ; like those that, under hot ardent zeal, 
set whole realms on fire !^ 
Of such a nature is his politic love. 
This was my lord's best hope ; now all are fled. 
Save the gods only : Now his friends are dead. 
Doors, that were ne'er acquainted with their wards 
Many a bounteous year, must be employ 'd 
Now to guard sure their master. 
And this is all a liberal course allows ; 
Who cannot keep his wealth, must keep his house.^ 



(1] His friends like physicians, llirive by Ills bounty and fees, and eitlier r 
•mfVersafo Aim, or give liis case ap as^lesperate. BTEE YENS. 

ral Sttdi an ardour, sucli an eager desire. JOHNSON. 

[a] The devil's folly in malcing man poIiUc is to appear in this, that he « 
long ran he too many for his old master, and yet free of his bonds. The vi 
man are to set Idniself clear, not the devil, to whom he Is supposed to be 
dom. RirSON. 

[4] This is a reflection on tlie puritans of tl»t time. These people wa« 
opon a prqfect of new-modelling the ecclesiastical and civil govemment a 
to scrip&ire rules and enunples : wliich makes liim say, that tmderzuU for 
of God, they xoould sft vahoU nainu on fire. So Sempronius pretended to tl 
affection and generous jeatou^ of friendship, tliat is aifWmted, if any othi 
plied to before it At best the simiUtnde is an awkward one: but it fitted 
dienee, though not the speaker. WARBURTON. 

[5] Keep within doors for fear of duns. JOHNSON. 
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SCENE IV. 

7%e same. A Hall in Timon's House. Enter two Servants 

of Varro, and the Servant of Lucius, meeting Titus, 

HoRTENsius, and other Servants to Timon's Creditors^ 

watting his coming out. 

Far. Serv. Well met ; good-morrow, Titus and Hor- 
tensius. 

Tit. The like to you, kind Varro. 

Hor. Lucius ? 
What, do we meet together ? 

Lmc. Serv. Ay, and, I think, 
One business does command us all ; for mine 
Is money. 

7V^. So is theirs and ours. 

Enter Philotus. 

Luc. Serv. And sir * * 

Philotus too ! 

Phi. Good day at once. 

Lmc. Serv. Welcome, good brother. 
What do you think the hour ? 

Phi. Labouring for nine. 

Lmc. Serv. So much ? , 

Phi, Is not my lord seen yet ? 

Luc. Serv. Not yet. 

Phi. I wonder on't ; he was wont to shine at seven. 

Luc. Serv. Ay, but the days are waxed shorter with him : 
You must consider, that a prodigal course 
Is like the sun's ;^ but not, like his, recoverable. 
I fear, 

'Tis deepest winter in lord Timon's purse ; 
That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet 
Find little.'' 

Phi. I am of your fear for that. 

Tit. I'll show you how to observe a strange event. 
Your lord sends now for money. 

Hor. Most true, he does. 

Tit. And he wears jewels now of Timon's gift, 
For which I wait for money. 

Hor. It is against my heart. 

Luc. iServ. Mark, how strange it shows, 

[61 That If, like him in blaze and sptoadour. 

** Soles uccidere et redire possunt.'* CatoL JOHNSON. 

' [7] Still perhajps alluding^ to the effects of winter, during which some animals aic 
otailfed to seek tlif>!r scanty provision through a depth of snow. STEEVENS. 
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Timon in this ahould paj more than he owes : m 

And e'en as if your lord should wear rich jeweliy Ik- 

And send for money for 'em. tk 

Hor. I am weary of this charge,* the gods can witness 
1 know, my lord hath spent of Timon's wealth. 
And now ingratitude makes it worse than stealth. 

1 Far. Serv. Yes, mine's three thousand crowns : What's \)t 
yours ? 

Luc, Serv. Five thousand mine. 

1 Far. Serv. 'Tis much deep : and it should •€€■! \f} 
the sum, 
Your master's confidence was above flsine ; 
Else, sorely, his had eqnall'd. 

Enter Flamuuus. 

Tit. One of lord Timon's men. 

Luc. Serv. Fldminius ! sir, a word : ^^mj^ is iny kNrd 
ready to come forth ? 

Fkun. No, indeed, he is not. 

Tit. We attend his lordship ; 'pray, signify so much. 

Flam. I need not tell him tli^t ; li^ knows, yon are too 
diligent. [Exih 

Elnter Flavius in a doak^ muMetL 

Luc. Serv. Ha ! is not that his steward mnffled so ? 
He goes away in a cloud : call him, call him. 

7\7. Do you hear, sir ? 

1 Far. Serv. By your leave, sir, 

Flav. What do you ask of me, my friend ? I 

Tit. We Vait for certain money here, sir. ] 

Flav. Ay, 
If money were as certain as your waiting, 
'Twere sure enough. Why then preferr'd yon not 
Your sums and bills, when your false masters eat ' 

Of my lord's meat ? Then they could smile, and &wn 
Upon his debts, and take down th' interest 
Into their gluttonous maws ; You do yourselves but wrong. 
To stir me up ; Let me pass quietly : 
BeUeve't, my lord and I have made an end ; 
I have no more to reckon, he to spend. 

Luc. Serv. Ay, but this answer will not serve. 

Flav. U 'twiU not, 
-Tis not so base as you ; For you serve knaves. [JSsnt. 

1 Far. Serv. How ! what does his cashier'd worship 
mutter ? 

19] Tbat ia« of this cmmiuiant of this cnylfyawnt JOBNSON. 



CT III. TIMON OF ATHENS. 217 

S Far. Serv. No matter what ; he's poor, and that's re* 
•enge enough. Who can speak broader than he that has 
lO honse to put his head in ? Such may rail against great 
wildings. 

Enter Serviliits. 

T^. Oj here's Seryilius ; now we shall know 
Some answer. 

Strv* If I mi^t beseech you, gentlemen, 
To repair some other hour, I should much 
Derive from it : for, take it on my soul, 
My lord leans wond'rously to discontent. 
His comfortable temper has forsook him ; 
He is much out of health, and keeps his chamber. 

Lttc, Serv, Many do keep their chambers, are not sick ; 
And, if it be so far beyond his health, 
Methinks, he should the sooner pay his debts, 
And make a clear way to the gods. 

>S!er. Good gods ! 

Tit, We cannot take this for an answer, sir. 

Flam, [within.] Servilius, help ! — ^mylord ! mylord!— - 
Enter Timon, in a rage ; Flaminius following, 

Tim, What, are my doors oppos'd against my passage ? 
Have 1 been ever free, and must my house 
Be my retenrive enemy, my gaol ? 
The place, which 1 have feasted, does it now. 
Kike all mankind, show me an iron heart ? 

Lmc, Serv, Put in now, Titus. 

Tit, My lord, here is my bill. 

Luc, Serv. Here's mine. 

Hor. Serv, And mine, my lord. 

Both Far. Sere. And ours, my lord. 

Phi, All our bills. 

Tim. Knock me down with 'em :' cleave me to the gir- 

Luc, Serv. Alas ! my lord, — [die. 

' Tim, Cut my heart in sums. 

Tit. Mine, fifty talents. 

Tim. Tell out my blood. 

Luc. Serv. Five thousand crowns, my lord. 

7Hm, Five thousand drops pays that. — 
What yours ? — and yours ? 

1 Far. Serv. My lord, _-_«_» 

" [01 TUBon ettcbet at the word bUU, and aUudcs to tba biOs or hatlU-aan^wbiA 
m iadm Mldtery carried, and were stUl mad by the watch in ShakMDcar^ . 

STESVfcriD. 

Vol. VIII. K 
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2 Far. Serv, My lord,- 



Tim. Tear me, take me, and the gods ML on joa !' [, 
Hor. 'Faith, I perceive our masters maj throw 
caps at their money ; these dehts may well be 
desperate ones, for a madman owes 'em. [. 

Re-enter Timon and Flavius. 

Tim, They have e'en put my breath from me, fliel^ 
Creditors ! — devils. [slmi -X^ 

Flare, My dear lord, 

Tim, What if it should be so ? 

Flarv, My lord, 

Tim, I'll have it so : — My steward ! 

Flav, Here, my lord. 

Tim, So fitly ? Go, bid all my friends again, 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius ; all : 
I'll once more feast the rascals. 

Flav, O my lord, 
You only speak from your distracted soul ; 
There is not so much left, to furnish out 
A moderate table. 

Tim, Be't not in thy care ; go, 
I charge thee ; invite them all : let in the tide 
Of knaves once more ; my cook and I'll provide. 

[ExewnJ^. 
SCENE V. 

The same. The Senaie-House, The Senate ntting. Enter 

Alcibiades, attended. 

1 Sen, My lord, you have my voice to it ; the fault's 
Bloody ; 'tis necessary he should die : 

Nothing emboldens sin so much as mercy. 

2 Sen, Most true ; the law shall bruise him. 

Alcib. Honour, health, and compassion to the senate ! 

1 Sen, Now, captain ? 

Alcib, I am an humble suitor to your virtues ; 
For pity is the virtue of the law. 
And none but tyrants use it cruelly. 
It pleases time, and fortune, to lie heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood, 
Hath steep'd into the law, which is past depth 
To those that, without heed, do plunge into it. 
He is a man, setting his fate aside,* 

f 1] Puttinr this action of his, which was preHietermined by iate, oat of the 
tion. STEEVENS. 
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Of comely virtues ; 

Nor did he soil the fact with cowardice ; 

(An honour in him, which huys out his fault,) 

-Bat, with a nohle fury, and fair spirit, 

Seeing his reputation touch'd to death. 

He did oppose his foe : 

And with such sober and unnoted passion 

He did behave his anger,* ere 'twas spent. 

As if he had but prov'd an argument. 

1 iSSen. You undergo too strict a paradox,^ 
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair : 
Your words have took such pains, as if they laboured 
To bring manslaughter into form, set quarrelling 
Upon the head of valour ; which, indeed, 
Is valour misbegot, and came into the world 
When sects and factions were newly born : 
He's truly valiant, that can wisely suffer 
The worst that man can breathe ; and make his wrongs 
His outsides ; wear them like his raiment, carelessly ; 
And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger. 
If wrongs be evils, ani enforce us kill, 
What folly 'tis, to hazard life for ill ? 

Akib, My lord, — 

1 Sen. You cannot make gross sins look clear ; 
To revenge is no valour, but to bear. 

Alcib, My lords, then, under favour, pardon me, 
If I speak like a captain. — 
Why do fond men expose themselves to battle. 
And not endure all threatnings ? sleep upon it. 
And let the foes quietly cut their throats, 
Without repugnancy ? but if there be 
Such valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad V why then, women are more valiant. 
That stay at home, if bearing carry it ; 
And th' ass, more captain than the hon ; the feloa» 
Loaden with irons, wiser than the judge, 
If wisdom be in suffering. O my lor<&. 
As you are great, be pitifully good : 
Who cannot condemn rashness in cold blood ? 
To kill, I grant, is sin's extremest gust ;' 



Unmot»ij for eoromoD, bounded.— BcAcve, for curb, manage. WARBURTOH. 
Tou undertake a paradox too hard. JOHNSON. 

What do we, or what have we to do in the 6ekl f JOHNSON. 

'^ I belieTt gvut means rathneft. The allusi(ni may be to a sadden rutt •ftoMl. 
• STftEVENS 
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Bat, in defence, by mercy, 'tis most just.' 
To be in anger, is impiety ; 
But who is man, that is not angry ? 
Weigh but the crime with this. 

2 Sen, You breathe in yain. 

Alcib, In vain ? his service done 
At Lacedaemon, and Byzantium, 
Were a sufficient briber for his life. 

1 Sen. What's that ? 

Alcib. Why I say, my lords, h'as done fair serFice, 
And slain in fight many of your enemies : 
How full of valour did he bear himself 
(n the last conflict, and made plenteous wounds ? 

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with 'em, he 
Is a sworn rioter '7 h'as a sin that often 

Drowns him, and takes his valour prisoner : 
If there were no foes, that were enough alone 
To overcome him : in that beastly fury 
He has been known to commit outrages, 
And cherish factions : 'Tis inferred to us, 
His days are foul, and Lis drink dangerous. 

1 Sen. He dies. 

Alcib. Hard fate ! he might have died in war. 
My lords, if not for any parts in him, 
(Though his right arm might purchase his own time, 
And be in debt to none,) yet, more to move you, 
Take my deserts to his, and join them both : 
And, for I know, your reverend ages love 
Security, I'll pawn my victories,® all 
My honour to you, upon his good returns. 
If by this crime he owes the law his life. 
Why, let the war receive't in valiant gore ; 
For law is strict, and war is nothing more. 

1 Sen. We are for law, he dies ; urge it no more, 
On height of our displeasure : Friend, or brother, 
He forfeits his own blood, that spills another. 

Alcib. Must it be so ? it must not be. My lords, 
I do beseech you, know me. 

2 Sen. How? 

Alcib. Call me to your remembrances. 

3 Sen. What ? 

Alcib. I cannot think, but your age has forgot me ; 

rs] I call BMragr herself to witneia, that definuiTe Tiotenbe ta Just JOHNSOK. 

[7j A sworn rioter, is a man who practises rloC, as if be had by an oalb made 

his duty. JOHN. [8J Ua «har£res tUeiu oliliqut'Iy ii ith belni; usurers. JOIINSO 
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It could not else be, I should prove so base,^ 
To sue, and be denied such common grace : 
My wounds ache at you. 

1 Sen. Do you dare our anger ? 
'Tis in few words, but spacious in effect ; • 
We banish thee forever. 

Alcib. Banish me ? 
Banish your dotage ; banish usury, 
That makes the senate ugly. 

1 Sen, If, after two days' shine, Athens contain thee, ' 
Attend our weightier judgment. And, not to swell our 

spirit,* 
He shall be executed presentl3^ [Exeunt Senators, 

Alcih, Now the gods keep you old enough ; that you- 
may live 
Only in bone, that none may look on you ! 
I am worse than mad : I have kept back their foes. 
While they have told their money, and let out 
Their coin upon large interest ; I myself, 
Rich only in large hurts ; — All those, for this ? 
Is this the balsam, that the usuring senate 
Pours into cs^tains' wounds ? ha ! banishment ? 
It comes not ill ; I hate not to be banish'd ; 
It is a cause worthy my spleen and fury. 
That I may strike at Athens. Til cheer up 
My discontented troops, and lay for hearts. 
'Tis honour, with most lands to be at odds ; 
Soldiers should brook as Uttle wrongs, as gods. [Exitr 

SCENE VI. 

.i magnificent Room in Timon's House. Music. Tahles set 
out: Servants attending. Enter divers Lords at several doors. 

1 Lord, The good time of day to you, sir. 

2 Lord. I also wish it to you. I think, this honourable 
lord did but try us this other day. 

1 Lord, Upon that were my thoughts tiring,' when we 
encountered : I hope, it is not so low with him, as he made 

. it seem in the trial of his several friends. 

2 Lord. It should not be, by the persuasion of his new 
feasting. 



[0} Vtte Airdiihonoiired. WARBURTON. 

[1] Iftt t9$mtU our tpMtt I Mieve, means, not to put ourselves into any tumour 
' nfe, take our definitive resolution. STEE VENS. 

^1 A hawk, I think, is said to tire whan she amuses herself with pecking a ^Mk 
Bt^ winff or any thing that puts her in. mind of m^. To tire upon a thing, there- 
re, is to be idly employed upon it JOHNSON. 
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1 Lord, I should think so : He hath sent me an earnest 
inyiting, which many my near occasions did urge me to 
put off ; hut he haUi conjured me heyond them, and 1 
must needs appear. 

2 Lord, In Uke manner was I in deht to my importunate 
business, but he would not hear my excuse. I am sorry, 
when he sent to borrow of me, that my provision was out. 

1 Lord, I am sick of that grief too, as I understand how 
ill things go. 

2 Lord, Every man here's so. What would he have 
borrowed of you ? 

1 Lord, A thousand pieces. 

2 Lord, A thousand pieces ! 
1 Lord, What of you ? 

3 Lord, He sent to me, sir, — Here he comes. 

Enter Timun, and Attendants, 
Tim, With all my heart, gentlemen both : — And how 
fure you ? 

1 Lord, Ever at the best, hearing well of your lordship. 

2 Lord, The swallow follows not summer more willing, 
ihan we your lordship. 

Tim, [Aside,] Nor more willingly leaves winter ; such 
summer-birds are men. — Gentlemen, our dinner will not 
recompense this long stay : feast your ears with the music 
iwhile ; if they will fare so harshly on the trumpet's 
sound : we shall to't presently. 

1 Lord, I hope, it remains not unkindly with your lord- 
ship, that I returned you an empty messenger. 

Tim, O, sir, let it not trouble you. 

2 Lord, My noble lord, 

Tim, Ah, my good friend ! what cheer ? 

[The Banquet brought in, 

2 Lord. My most honourable lord, I am e'en sick of 
^hame, that, when your lordship this other day sent to 
me, I was so unfortunate a beggar. 

Tim. Think not on't, sir. 

2 Lord, If you had sent but two hours before,—- 

Tim, Let it not cumber your better remembrance. — 
Come, bring in all togetlier. 

2 Lord, AH covered dishes I 

1 Lord, Royal cheer, I warrant you. [yield it 

3 Lord. Doubt not that, if money, and the season can 
1 Lord. How do you ? What's the news ? 

3 Lord, Alcibiades is banished : Hear you of it ? 
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1 4^ 2 Lord, Alcibiades banished ! 
3 Lord. 'Tis so, be sure of it. 

1 Lord. How ? how ? 

2 Lord, I pray you, upon what ? 

Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw near ? 

3 L^rd. I'll tell you more anon. Here's a noble feast 

2 Lord, This is the old man still. [toward. 

3 Lord, Will't hold ? wiU't hold ? 

2 Lord, It does : but time will — and so 

3 Lord. I do conceive. 

Tim, Each man to his stool, with that spur as he would 
to the lip of his mistress : your diet shall be in all places 
alike. Make not a city feast of it, to let the meat cool 
ere we can agree upon the first place : Sit, sit. The gods 
require our thanks. 

You great benefactors^ sprinkle our society with fhankful- 
ne$$. For your own gifts, m>ake yourselves praised : but re- 
serve still to give, lest your deities be despised. Lend to each 
man enough, that one need not lend to another ; for, were 
your godheads to borrow of men, men would forsake the gods. 
Make the meat be beloved, more than the man that gives it. 
Let no assembly of twenty be zvithout a score of villains : If 
there sit twelve women at the table, let a dozen of them be — 
€» they are. — The rest of your fees,^ O gods, — the senators 
of Aihtns, together with the common lag of people, — what is 
amiss in them, you gods, make suitable for destruction. For 
these my present friends, — as they are to mc nothing, so in 
nothing bless them, and to nothing they are welcome. 
Uncover, dogs, and lap. 

\The dishes uncovered are full of warm water. 

Som£ speak. What does his lordship mean ? 

Som£ other. I know not. 

Tim. May you a better feast never behold. 
You knot of mouth-friends ! smoke, and luke-warm water 
Is your perfection.* This is Timon's last ; 
Who stuck and spangled you with flatteries. 
Washes it off, and sprinkles in your faces 

[Tlirowing water in their faces. 
Your reeking villany. Live loath'd, and long. 
Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites. 
Courteous destroyers, affable wolves, meek bears. 
You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time's flies,* 



We should read~/oM. WARBURTON. 

Your perfeelioni is, the highest of your excellence. JOHNSON. 

TimeU jfftet— flies of a season. JOHNSON. 
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Cap and knee slaves, vapours, and minute-jacks 1* | 

Of man, and beast, the infinite malady^ > 

Crust you quite o'er ! — ^What, dost thou go ? 
Soft, take thy physic first — thou too, — and thou ;— 

[Throws the dishes at themy and drives them ottf. 
Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none. — 
What, all in motion ? Henceforth be no feast, 
Whereat a villain's not a welcome guest. 
Bum, house ; sink, Athens ! henceforth hated be 
Of Timon, man, and all humanity ! [Exit, i 

Re-enter the Lords, with other Lords and Senators, 

1 Lord. How now, my lords ?• 

2 Lord. Know you the quality of lord Timon's fury ? 

3 Lord. Pish ! did you see my cap ? 

4 Lord. I have lost my gown. 

3 Lord. He's but a mad lord, and nought but humour 
sways him. He gave me a jewel the other day, and now 
he has beat it out of my hat : — Did you see my jewel ? 

4 Lord. Did you see my cap ? 
2 Lord. Here 'tis. 

4 Lord. Here lies my gown. 

1 Lord. Let's make no stay. 

2 Lord. Lord Timon's mad. 

3 Lord. I feel't upon my bones. 

4 Lord. One day he gives us diamonds, next day stones. 

^^^^^^ [EkeunH, 

ACT IV. 

SCENE L— Without ihe Walls of Athens. Enter Timon. 

Tim. Let me look back upon thee, O thou wall,. 
That girdlest in those wolves ! Dive in the earth, 
And fence not Athens ! Matrons, turn incontinent ; 
Obedience fail in children \ slaves, and fools, 
Pluck the grave wrinkled senate from the bench, 
And minister in their steads ! to general filths 
Convert o'the instant, green virginity ! 
Do't in your parent's eyes ! bankrupts, hold 6st ; 
Rather than render back, out with your knives, 



J 8] A fN^Mito^'aofcis what was formeriy a t/aei; o/* (A« cfedMcMM; an iawn wliow 
00 waa the tame as (Mie of thoM at Bt DtnutMi** drardh Sat note KTBichard 

^ hl vol vn. p. 78. n. e. 

n\ Eveiy lUDd of disease Incident to man and beast. JOHNSON. 

|lj TUB and the next speech are spoken by the new^ arrived hmls. MALONE. 
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And cnt jour trosters' throats ! Bound servants, steal ! 
Large-handed robbers your grave masters are, 
And piU by law ! maid, to thy master's bed ; 
Thy mistress is o'the brothel ! son of sixteen, 
Pluck the lin'd crutch from, the old limping sire, 
With it beat out his brains ! piety, and fear. 
Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth. 
Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighbourhood, 
Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades, 
Degrees, observances, customs, and laws, 
Decline to your confounding contraries. 
And yet confusion live !^ — Plagues, incident to men, 
Your potent and infectious fevers heap 
On Athens, ripe for stroke ! Thou cold sciatica. 
Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt 
As lamely as their manners ! lust and liberty 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth ; 
That 'gainst the stream of virtue they may striTe« 
And drown themselves in riot ! itches, blains, * . 

Sow all the Athenian bosoms ; and their crop 
Be general leprosy ! breath infect breatb ; 
That their society, as their friendship, may 
Be merely poison ! Nothing Pll bear from thee, 
, But nakedness, thou detestable town ! 
Take thou that too, with multipl3ring banns !^ 
Timon will to the woods ; where he shall find 
The unkindest beast more kinder than mankind. 
The gods confound (hear me, you good gods all,) 
The Athenians both within and out that wall i 
And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow 
To the whole race of mankind, high, and low I 
Amen. [ExU. 

SCENE II. 

Athens. A Room in Timon's House. Elnter Flavius* wU^ 

two or three Servants. 

I Ser. Hear you, master steward, where's our master t 
Are we undone ? cast off? nothing remaining ? 

[91 Thoogh by such confosion all things teeni to hasten to disidution^et let noK. 
diMohition come, but the miseries of confusion continue. JOHKSON. 

ri] Aecamolated cunes. MuUinlying for mititiplied : the active participle wiA %« 
palieiTe signification. STEEVENS. 

[21 Notmng contritiutes more to the exaltation of Timon^s character than the aaMfr 
and fidelity of his servants. Nothing but real virtne can be honoored by domeitletf-. 
nothing but impalrtial kindness can gain aflbction from ilependantt, JOHNSON. . 
15 VOL. VIII. K 2 
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Fktv. Alack, mj fellows, what should I say to yo« ? 
Let me he recorded by the righteous gods, 
( am as poor as you. 

1 Serv. Such a house broke ! 
So noble a master fallen ! all gone I and not 
One friend, to take his fortune by the arm, 
And go along with him. i 

2 Serv. As we do turn our backs 

From our companion, thrown into his grave ; 
So his familiars to his buried fortunes 
Slink all away ; leave their false vows with him, 
Like empty purses pick'd : and his poor self, 
\ dedicated be^ar to the air, 
With his disease of all-shunn'd poverty, 
Walks, like contempt, alone. — More of our fellows. 

Enter other Servants, 
Flav. All broken implements of a ruin'd house. 

3 Serv, Yet do our hearts wear Timon's livery, 
THkt see I by our faces ; we are fellows still, 
Serving alike in sorrow : Leak'd is our bark ; 
And we, poor mates, stand on the dying deck. 
Hearing the surges threat : we must all part 

Into this sea of air. 

Flav, Good fellows all, 
The latest of my wealth I'll share amongst you. 
Wherever we shall meet-, for Timon's scike. 
Let's yet be fellows ; let's shake our heads, and say, 
As 'twere a knell unto our master's fortunes, 
fVe have seen better days. Let each take some ; 

[Giving tiiem money. 
Nay, put out all your hands.' Not one word more : 
Thus part we rich in sorrow, parting poor. [Exe, Serr. 
— O, the fierce wretchedness that glory brings us !* 
Who would not wish to be from wealth exempt, 
Since riches point to misery and contempt ? 
Who'd be so mock'd with glory ? or to live 
But in a dream of friendship ? 
To have his pomp, and all what state compounds. 
But only painted, like his varnish'd friends ? 
Poor honest lord, brought low by his own heart ; 
Undone by goodness ! Strange, unusual blood,' 
When man's worst sin is, he does too much good ! 



&\ Fiirw— I beUeve, ts here awd for has^, precifiitate. 8TEB VElfS. 

w Throaflioat tbete plays hlood is freqneDtfy \aeC ' ' 
fiCsr or <BipHMon. lliU.ONE. 



[Sj Throoriioat these ptanrs Ueed is freqoentfy used in the sense of natural propeii- 
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Who then dares to be half so kind again ? 

For boantj, that makes gods, does still mar men. 

My dearest lord, — bless'd, to be most accars'd, 

Rich, only to be wretched ; — thy great fortunes 

Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord ! 

He's flnng in rage from this ungrateful seat 

Of monstrous friends : nor has he with him to 

Sopply his life, or that which can command it. 

Ill follow, and inquire him out : 

rU serve his mind with my best will ; 

Whilst I have gold, V\l be his steward still. [ExiL 

SCENE III. 

7%e Woods. Enter Tiiioir. 

Tim, O blessed breeding sun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity ; below thy sister's orb' 
Infect the air! Twinn'd brothers of one womb, — 
Whose procreation, residence, and birth, 
Scarce is dividant, — ^touch them with several fortunes ; 
The greater scorns the lesser : Not nature, 
To whom all sores lay siege, can bear great fortune, 
But by contempt of nature.^ 
Raise me this beggar, and denude that lord ; 
The senator shall bear contempt hereditary, 
The beggar native honour. 
It is the pasture lards the brother's sides. 
The want that makes him lean. Who dares, who dares, 
in purity of manhood stand upright, 
And say. This inaii's a flatterer ? if one be, 
So are they all ; for every grize of fortune^ 
Is smooth'd by that below : the learned pate 
Docks to the golden fool : All is oblique ; 
There's nothing level in our cursed natures, 
But direct villany. Therefore, be abhorr'd 
All feasts, societies, and throngs of men ! 
His semblance, yea, himself, Timon disdains : 
Destruction fang mankind ! — Earth, yield me roots ! 

[^gg**^' 

fS\ That is, the moon's, this sublunary world. JOHNSON. 

6j The meeming I take to be this -. Brother, when his fortune is enlarged, wUl 
scora brother ', for this is the general depravity of human nature, which, besieged m. 
it is by misery, admonished as it is of want and imperfection, wlien eletated by for- 
tune, will de^rise beings of nature like its own. lORNSON. 
(^ Qriu for step or degree POPE. 
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Who 0eek8 for better of thee, saace his palate 

With thy most operant poison I What is here ? 

Gold ? yellow, Ottering, precious gold ? No, gods, 

I am no idle Totarist' Roots, yon clear heavens ! 

Thus much of this, wiU make black, white ; foul, fidr ; 

Wrong, right ; base, noble ; old, young ; coward, Taliai^ 

Ha, you gods ! why this ? What this, you gods ? Whj this 

Will lug your priests and servants from your sides ;' 

Pluck stout men's pillows from below their heads/ 

This yellow slave 

Will knit and break religions ; bless the accursM ; 

iVfake the hoar leprosy ador'd ; place thieves, 

.And give them title, knee, and approbation, 

With senators on the bench : this is it. 

That makes the wappen'd widow wed again f 

She, whom the spital-house, and ulcerous sores 

Would cast the gorge at, this embalms and spices 

To the April day again.^ Come, damned earth. 

Thou common whore of mankind, that put'st odds 

Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 

Do thy right nature/ — [March afar o^.] — ^Ha ! a drum ? 

— Thou'rt quick,* 

But yet I'll bury thee. Thou'lt go, strong thief, 

When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand : — 

Nay, stay thou out for earnest. [Keeping some gold. 

Enter Alcibiades, zoith drum and Jife^ in warlike mionner ; 

Phrtnia and Tihandra. 

Alcib, What art thou tliere ? 
Speak. 

Tim. A beast as thou art. The canker gnaw thy heart. 
For showing me again the eyes of man ! 

Alcib. What is thy name ? Is man so hateful to thee. 
That art thyself a man ? 

Tim, I am misanthropos, and hate mankind. 

£8] No infineere or inconstant rappUcant Qold will not serre me instead of rootk- 

JOHNSON. 

[01 Ariftophones, in hit Flatus, Act V. Scene 2, makes the priest of Jupiter descK 
Us serriee to Ure with Pliititf. WARBURTON. 

[11 Men wlio have str^j^ yet remaining to struggle with their distemper. This 
aUodet to an old custom ofdrawingr away the pillow iix>m under the lieads of men is 
cheir last agonies, to malie their departure the easier. WARBURTON. 

[3] The wappened widow is one who is no longer alive to tliose pieasuresi the dc- 
«b« of whIA was tier first inducement to marry. HENLEY. 

[S] That is, to tlie wedding day, called by the poet, sathicaUy, J/ri2 iZay, or Fool^ 
dajr. JOHNSON. 

if] Lie fai the earth where nature laid thee. JOHNSON. 

V>\ Thoa halt lift and motion in thee. JOHNSON. 
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For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog, 
That I might love thee something. 

Mcib, I know thee well ; 
Bat in thy fortonee am unleam'd and strange. 

Tim. I know thee too ; and more, than that I know thee, 
I not derare to know. Follow thy dram ; 
With aun's blood paint the ground, gules, gules : 
Religious canons, civil laws are cruel ; 
Then what should war be ? This fell whore of thine 
Hath in her more destruction than thy sword, 
For all her cherubin look. 

Phry. Thy lips rot off! 

TYin. I will not kiss thee ; then the rot returns 
To thine own lips again. 

Alcib, How came the noble Timon to this change ? 

»T{fn. As the moon does, by wanting light to give : 
But then renew I could not, like the moon ; 
There were no suns to borrow of. 
Alcib. Noble Timon, 
What friendship may 1 do thee ? 

Tim. None, but to 
Maintain my opinion. 
I Alcib. Jmiat is it, Timon ? 

Tim, Aomise me friendship, but perform jnone : If 
Thou wilt not promise, the gods plague thee,* for 
k Thou art a man ! if thou dost perform, confound thee, 
5 For thou'rt a man I 

Alcib. I have heard in some sort of thy miseries. 
Tim. Thou saw'st them, when I had prosperity. 
Alcib. 1 see them now ; then was a blessed time. 
Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots. 
Timan. Is this the Athenian minion, whom the world 
Voic'd so regardfuUy ? 
Tim. Art thou Timandra ? 
Timan. Yes. 

Tim. Be a whore still ! they love thee not, that use thee ; 
Give them diseases, leaving with thee their lust. 
Make use of thy salt hours : season the slaves 
For tubs, and baths ; bring down rose-cheeked yo\xi\\ 
To the tub-fast, and the diet. 
Timan. Hang thee, monster ! 
Alcib. Pardon him, sweet Timandra ; for his wits 
Are drown'd and lost in his calamities. — 

16] Tlua is, bowervr tbon may^ft teu fiaee tlioa art mia, iMIidnui, I wish. IN* 
eHl. JOHSBON. 



\ 
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I have but little gold of late, braye Timon. 
The want whereof doth daily make rerolt 
In my penurious band : I have heard, and grieT'd, 
How cursed Athens, mindless of thy worth. 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour states, 
But for thy sword and fortune, trod upon them, — 

Tim, I pr'ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone. 

Alcib, I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 

Tim. How dost thou pily him, whom thou dost trouble 1 
1 had rather be alone. 

Alcib, Why, fare thee well : 
Here's some gold for thee. 

7Vm. Keep't, I cannot eat it. 

Alcib. When I have laid proud Athens on a heap, — 

Tim. Warr'st thou 'gainst Athens ? 

Alcib. Ay, Timon, and have cause. 

Tim. The gods confound them all i'thy conquest ; and 
Thee after, when thou hast conquer'd ! 

Alcib. Why me, Timon ? . 

Tim. That, 
13y killing rillains, thou wast bom to conquer 
My country. 

Put up thy gold ; Go on, — ^here's gold, — go on f 
Be as a planetary plague, when Jove * 

Win o'er some high-yic'd city hang his poison 
In the sick air.^ Let not thy sword skip one : 
Pity not honour'd age for his white beard. 
He's an usurer : Strike me the counterfeit matron ; 
ft is her habit only that is honest, 
Herself 's a bawd : Let not the virgin's cheek 
Make soft thy trenchant sword ; for those milk-paps 
That through the window-bars bore at men's eyes, 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ, 
Set them down horrible traitors : Spare not the babe, 
Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust their mercy ; 
Think it a bastard,^ whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat shall cut, 
And mince it sans remorse : Swear against objects j 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes ; 
Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes, 
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding. 
Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy soldiers : 
Make large confusion ; and, &y fury spent, 

ffl Thitto wtmderfUbrMOriiineaadpictHKsgM. WARBUftTON. 

P] An allttfton to dw tale of Oedipm. WARBURTON. 
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<7oiifbiinded he thjself ! Speak not, be gone. 

Alcib. Hast thou gold yet ? PU take the gold thou giv'st 
me, 
Not all thy counsel. 

JHm, Dost thou, or dost thou not, heaven's curse upon 
thee! 

Phry, and Timan. Give us some gold, good Timon : 
Hast thou more ? 

Tim, Enough to make a whore forswear her trade. 
And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up, you sluts, 
Your aprons mountant : You are not oathable, — 
Although, I know, you'll swear, terribly swear. 
Into strong shudders, and to heavenly agues. 
The immortal gods that hear you, — spare your oaths, 
ril trust to your conditions f Be whores still ; 
And he whose pious breath seeks to convert you, 
Be strong in whore, allure him, burn him up ; 
Let your close fire predominate his smoke. 
And be no turncoats : Yet may your pains, six months.. 
Be quite contrary:' And thatch you poor thin roofs 
With burdens of the dead ;* — some that were hang'd. 
No matter : — ^wear them, betray with them : whore still ; 
Paint till a horse may mire upon your ^ce : 
A pox of wrinkles ! 

Phry. and Timan, Well, more gold ; — ^What then ? — 
Believe't, that we'll do any thing for gold. 

Tim, Consumptions sow 
In hollow bones of man ; strike their sharp shins, 
And mar incn's spurring. Crack the lawyer's voice, 
Tliat he may never more false title plead, 
N^or sound his quillets shrilly : Hoar the flamen,* 
That scolds against the quality of flesh. 
And not believes himself: down with his nose. 
Down with it flat ; take the bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to foresee, 

[91 You need not swear to continae wiiores, I will trust to your incliDutionN. 

[1] I believe this meansr-** Yet for half the year at least, mayyou suffer isucb 
pmu^hinent as is inflicted on strompets in houses of correction." STEEVENS. 

[2] About the year lfi85, .when the fashion was first introduced in England ut 
wearing more hair than was ever the produce of a single head, it was dangerous for 
any child to go about) as noting was more common uian for women to entice such 
as had fine loclu into private places, and there to cut them off. I have this informa- 
tion from Stubbs* Anatomy of Abases, which I have often quoted on the article of 
dress. STEEVENS. ^ . ^. ^ 

is] This may mean. Give the fiamen the hoar leprosy. As before in this play, 
lake the hoar l^rosy ador'd.** STEEVENS. 
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Smells from the general weal :^ Make cnrPd-pate raflfani 

held; 
And let the unscarr'd braggarts of the war 
DeriTe some pain from you : Plague all ; 
That your activity may defeat and quell 
The source of all erection. — There's more gold :— 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you, 
And ditches grave you all !' 

Phry. and Timan. More counsel with more money, 
bounteous Timon. 

Tim, More whore, more mischief first ; I have gives 
your earnest 

Alcib. Srike up the drum towards Athens. Farewell, 
Timon ; 
If I thnve well. Til visit thee again. 

Tim. If I hope well, I'll never see thee more. 

Alcib. I never did thee harm. 

TVfii. Yes, 'thou spok'st well of me. 

JUcib. Call'st thou that harm ? 

THm, Men daily find it such. Get thee away, 
And take thy beagles with thee. 

Alcib. We but offend him. — 
Strike. [Drum beats. Exe. Alcib. Phrt. and Tiha. 

Tim. That nature, being sick of man's unkindness, 
Should yet be hungry ! — Common mother, thou, [Digging. 
Whose womb unmeasurable, and infinite breast, 
Teems, and feeds all ; whose self-same mettle. 
Whereof, thy proud child, arrogant man, is puff'd, 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 
The gilded newt, and eyeless venom'd wonn,^ 
With all the abhorred births below crisp heaven^ 
Whereon Hyperion's quickening fire doth shine ; 
Yield him, who all thy human sons doth hate. 
From forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor root • 
Ensear thy fertile and conceptious womb, 

[4] The metaphor is apparently incongruous, but the sense is mod. To/^ruet kk 
;»rtr/«ctt/ar, is to provide for his private advantage, for which keltmvu tktrigktMOit 
rf public gtod. In huntine, when hares have crossM one another, it ia cffiBBinoa fbr 
konie of the hounds to tmUl /rom the general toeal^ and foremu their ohm pmrtA ml mr. 
Shakespeare, who amiears to have been a skilful raortsinan, atul has aliudid olUn lo 
flriconry, perhaps, allodes here to hunting. JOHNSON. 

[6] To grave is to entomb. The word Is now ottsolete, though scnnediMS wtd by 
Shakespeare and hto contemporary authors. To ungrave, was likewiM to tors out 
•r a grave. BTEEVENS. 

[6] Evdess venom'd worm j—the serpent, which we, from the naaDaeia of his 

res, caU the blind worm and the Latin, cmciliu, JOHNSON. 

Cn By criif, perhaps Sliakefpeare means curPd, from the s^ipewance of ^m doid» 

I the Tempest, Ariel talks of riding 

•• On the curPd donds." STEEVEN6. 
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Let U na more bring oat ingrateful man ! 
^ 60 great with tigers, dragoiui, wolves, and beart ; 
Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward face 
.Hath to the marbled mansion all above 
Never presented ! — O, a root, — Dear thanks ! 
:Dr3r up thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn leas } 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquorish draughts^ 
And morsel unctuous, greases his pure mind. 
That from it all consideration slips !* — 

! Enter Apemantus. 

Afore man ? plague ! plague ! 

Apem, I was directed hither. Men report, 
Thou dost affect my manners, and dost use them. 

Tim, 'Tis then, because thou dost not keep a dog 
Whom I would imitate : Consumption catch thee ! 
- Apem. This is in thee a nature but affected ; 
m poor unmanly melancholy, sprung 
Rom change of fortune. Why this spade ? this place ? 
phis slave-like habit ? and these looks of care ? 
Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft ; 
Hag their diseased perfumes,^ and have forgot 
I*hat ever Timon was. Shame not these woods, 
By putting on the cunning of a carper.^ 
Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive 
By that which has undone thee : hinge thy knee, 
\iid let his very breath, whom thou'lt observe. 
Blow off thy cap ; praise his most vicious strain, 
^nd call it excellent : Thou wast told thus ; 
Thou gav'st thine ears, hke tapsters, that bid welcome 
To knaives, and all approachers : 'Tis most just. 
That thou turn rascsd ; hadst thou wealth again. 
Rascals should hav't. Do not assume my likeness. 

Tim. Were I hke ttee, I'd throw away myself. 

Apem. Thou hast cast away thyself, being hke thyself; 
A madman so long, now a fool : What, think'st 
That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain, 
WiH pat thy shirt on warm ? Will these moss'd trees, 
That have out-hv'd the eagle,* page thy heels. 



[t] TiM leiae b diia ; <*Oiiatara! oeaaeto produoe men, ensear tinr womb } bat if 
dum wateovdaoe to produce them, mt least cease to pamper them t ai7 op ^ m^r- 
rowa, oBi whkdi thcgr fittten with mietuoas morsels, th/ Tines, which five tbea tt- 
quorbh draacfats, and thy plough-torn leas." JOHNSON. 

[01 Diseased, perfumed mistresses. KALONE. 

[11 Theanmmiro/ « owp^* ^ ^^ insidloas art of a critlck. Shame not these 
woods by oominff here to find fault BTKKVKN8|. . , . ^ ^ _^, . 

[^} AftiUatauctus is a proverb. The great ageof this bird has been ascertuoM 
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And skip when thou point'st out ? Will the cold brook, 

Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste, 

To cure thy o'er-night's surfeit ? call the creatures,— 

Whose naked natures live in all the spite 

Of wreakful heaven ; whose bare unhoused trunks, 

To the conflicting elements expos'd, 

Answer mere nature, — ^bid them flatter thee ; 

O ! thou shalt find 

Tim, A fool of thee : Depart. 

.ipem, I love thee better now than e'er I did. 

Tim, I hate thee worse. 

,Bpem, Why? 

Tim, Thou flatter'st misery. 

Apein, I flatter not ; but say, thou art a caitiff. 

Tim, Why dost thou seek me out ? 

Apem, To vex thee. 

Tim. Always a villain's office, or a fool's. 
Dost please thyself in't ? 

Apem, Ay. 

Tim. What ! a knave too ? 

Apem, If thou didst put this sour-cold habit on 
To castigate thy pride, 'twere well : but thou 
Dost it enforcedly ; thou'dst courtier be again, 
Wert thou not beggar. Willing misery 
Outlives incertain pomp, is crown'd before :' 
The one is filling still, never complete ; 
The other, at high ^vish. Best state, contentless, 
Hath a distracted and most wretched being. 
Worse than the worst, content.** 
Thou shouldst desire to die, being miserable. 

TVm. Not by his breath, that is more miserable. 
Thou art a slave, whom Fortune's tender arm 
With favour never clasp'd ; but breJ a dog.* 
'Hadst thou, like us, from our first swath,' proceeded 

from the circumstance of Its always building its eyrie or nest iu the sa mephtc 

8TEEVI 

rsi Arrives sooner at high with ; that is, at the completion of its wishes. J< 

[4j Best stales contentless have a wretched being, worse than tliat of the 

states that are content. JOHNSON. 

\S\ Alluding to tlie word Cynic, of which sect Apemantus was. WARBtn 

[6j Tliere Is in tliis speech a sullen haughtiness, and malignant dignity, rait 

once to the lord ami the roan-hater. The impatience with which hie bean ti 

his luxttiy reproached by one that never had luxury within his reach, is mln 

graceful^ — Ttiere is in a letter, written by the earl of Essex, just before his 

Uott, to another nobleman, a pas<»ge somewhat resembling this, with wbJch, I ' 

every reader will be pleased, though it is so serious and soTemu that it can aeu 

inserted widiovt Irreverence. ^ Qod grant your lorddiip may qidckly teA th« 
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l^tweet degrees that this hrief world affords 

Clinch as may the passive drugs of it 

k^j command, thou wouldst have plungM thyself 

teLeral riot ; melted down thy youth 
erent heds of lust ; and never learn 'd 
^ icy precepts of respect, but follow'd 
i^ sugar'd game before thee. But myself, 
feko had the world as my confectionary ; 
Ne mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men 
^uty, more than I could frame employment ; 
feat numberless upon me stuck, as leaves 
* on the oak, have with one winter's brush 
ill from their boughs, and left me open, bare 
»« every storm that blows ; — I, to bear this, 
tat never knew but better, is some burden : 

ty nature did commence in sufferance, time 

^\ made thee hard in't. Why shouldst thou hate men ? 
ly never flatter'd thee : What hast thou giv'n ? 
lou wilt curse, — thy father, that poor rag," 

ist be thy subject ; who, in spite, put stuff 
i> some she beggar, and compounded thee 
>or rof^ue hereditary. Hence ! be gone ! — 

thou hadst not been bom the worst of men, 
liou hadst been a knave, and flatterer.* 

Apem, Art thou proud yet ? 

Tim. Ay, that I am not thee. 

Apem. I, that I was 
oprodigal. 

TVm. I, that I am one now ; 
/"ere all the wealth I have, shut up in thee, 
d give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone. — 

It I now ei\|oy in my unfeieped convenion, but that you may nerer feel the tor- 
cnts I hftTe snfi^red for my long delaying it I had none but deoeivera to call op- 
I me, to whom I said, if my ambition could liave entered into their narrow breatta, 
cy would not have been so humble ; or if my delights had been once tasted by them 
ley would not have been so precise. But your lordship hath one to call upcm you, 
(at fcnoweth what it is you now ei^oy *, and what the greatest firuit and end is of all 
mtentmrat that this world can afford. Think, therefore, dear earl, that I have sta- 
ed and buoyed eh the ways of pleasure unto you, and left them as sea-mariu for 
Ml to Jntep the channel of religious virtue. For shut your eyes never so long, they 
koat be open at the last, and then you must say with me, there is no peace to nie un- 
ndly." JOHNSON. 

m From infimcy. Svuth is the dress of a new-bom child. JOHNSON. 

vg\ The lowest of the people are yet called tag, rag, kc. MALONE. 

[9] Diyden has quoted two verses of Virgil to show how well he could have wiit- 
sn wtiref. Shakespeare has here given a specimen of the same power by a line be- 
ond iUl bitterness, in which Timon tells Apemantus, that he had not virtue enough 
jr the vices which he condemns, i have heard Mr. Burke conunend the subtil^ of 
iscrimlnation with which Shakespeare distinguishes the present character of Tl- 
son from that of Aperoantus, whom to vulgar eyes he would now resemble. 

JOHNSON. 
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That the whole life of Athens were in this ! 

Thus woold I eat it [EcUing a M 

Apem. Here ; I will mend thy feast, 

[Offering him Simu&i$§. 

Tim, First mend my company, take away thyseUl ^ , 

Jtpem. So 1 shall mend mine own, hy the lack ol thiDeJI 

Tim, 'Tis not well mended so, it is hut hotch'd ; 
If not, I would it were. , 

^em. What wouldst thou ha^e to Athens ? 'l 

Tim. Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou wilt, ,1 
Tell them there 1 have gold ; look, so I have. 

Apem. Here is no use for gold. 

Tim. The best, and truest : 
For here it sleeps, and does no hired harm. 

Apem. Where ly'st o'nights, Timon ? 

Tim, Under that's above me. 
Where feed'st thou oMays, Apemantus ? '^ ^ 

Apem. Where my stomach finds meat ; or, raftenr 
where I eat it. W 

Tim. 'Would poison were obedient, and knew my mind^T 

Apem, Where wouldst thou send it ? ;^ 

Tim. To sauce thy dishes. i" 

Apem. The middle of humanity thou nerer knewest '< 
bat the extremity of both ends : When thou wast in tb ] 
gilt, and thy peifume, they mocked thee for too mucfl 
curiosity ;* m thy rags thou knowest none, but art des- 
pised for the contrary. There's a medlar for thee, eat it 

Tim. On what I hate, I feed not. j 

Apem. Dost hate a medlar ? 

!7tm. Ay, though it look like thee. 

Apem. An thou hadst hated medlers sooner,' thou j 
shouldst have loved thyself better now. What man didst '\ 
thou ever know unthrin, that was beloved after his meamt 

Tim, Who, without those means thou talkest of, didal i 
thou ever know beloved ? ' 

'^fp^ni. Myself. I 

TYm. I understand thee ; thou hadst some means to I 
keep a dog. 

Apem, What things in the world canst thou nearest com- 
pare to thv flatterers ? 

Tim, Women nearest ; but men, men are the thiiitf , 
themselves. What wouldst thou do with the worlS. 
Apemantus, if it lay in thy power ? 

fl] For ton mucb finical delicacy. wifiBURTON. I 
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%, Give it the beasts, to be rid of the men. 
. Woaldst thou have th3rself fall tn Uie confhsion 
, and remain a beast with the beasts ? 
n. Ay, Timon. 

. A beastly ambition, which the gods grant thee 
n to ! If thou wert the lion, the fox would beguile 
if thou wert the lamb, the fox would eat thee : if 
'ert the fox, the lion would suspect thee, when, per- 
ure, thou wert accused by the ass : if thou wert the 
f dulness would torment tiiee ; and still thou Kvedst 
a breakfast to the wolf: if thou wert the wolf, thy 
less would afflict thee, and ofl thou shouldst haz- 
' life for thy dinner : wert thou the unicorn, pride 
ath would confound thee, and make thine own self 
iquest of thy fury :* wert thou a bear, thou 
t be killed by the horse ; wert thou a horse, thou 
t be seized by the leopard ; wert thou a leopard, 
ert german to the lion, and the spots of thy kindred 
jurors on thy life :' all thy safety* were remotion ; 
r defence, absence. What beast couldst thou be, 
ire not subject to a beast ? and what a beast art 
ready, that seest not thy loss in transformation ? 
n. If tbou couldst please me with speaking to me, 
lightest have hit upon it here : The commonwealth 
ms is become a forest of beasts. 
. How has the ass broke the wall, that thou art out 
city? 

n. Yonder comes a poet, and a painter. Tbe 
of company light upon thee ! I will fear to catck 
give way : When I know not what else to do, Pll 
^e again. 

. When there is nothing living but thee, thou shalt 
come. I had rather be a beggar's dog, than Ape- 
. 

a. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive.^ 
. 'Would thou wert clean enough, to spit upon. 
*i, A plague on thee, thou art too bad to curse. 
All villains, that do stand by thee, are pure. 

account given of the unicorn is thi< : that he and the Uon b^ng eMmieft 
, ai soon as the Uon sees the unicorn, he betakes himself to a tree : the uni- 
I fury, and with all the swiftness of his course, mnninf at him, sticks hift 
JB the tree, and then the lion &lb upon him, and kills him. Guntt't Hitt. 
Bee note on Julius Cmsar^ p. 29, n. 1. HANMER. 

I seems to bean allusion to the Turkish policy: 

ears, like the Turk, no brother near the throne."— Pope. STEEVENS. 
top the ^rin:''pal. The remaininj^ diolu^e has more uialijpilty than wit. 

JOHNSON. 
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Jhenu There is no leprosy bat what thou speak'it: 

Tton. If I name thee. — 
m beat thee, — ^but I should infect my hands. 

Apem, I would, my tongue could rot them off ! 1 

!Zltm. Away, thou issue of a mangy dog ! \ 

Choler does kill me, that thou art alive ; 
I swoon to see thee. 

Apem. 'Would thou wouldst burst! 

Tim. A^djf 
Thou tedious rogue ! I am sorry, I shall lose 
A stone by thee. [Thromt a stone ai I 

Jlpem. beast ! 

Tim. Slave! 

^ptm. Toad! 

Tim. Rogue, rogue, rogue ! 

[Apemantus retreats backward^ as gc 
I am sick of this £ilse world ; and will love nought 
But even the mere necessities upon it. 
Then, Timon, presently prepare thy grave ; 
Lie where the light foam of the sea may beat 
Thy grave-stone daily : make thine epitaph. 
That death in me at others' lives may laugh. 
O thou sweet king-killer, and dear divorce 

[Looking on the i 
'Twixt natural son and sire ! thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen's purest bed ! thou valiant Mars ! 
Thou ever young, fresh, lov'd, and delicate wooer. 
Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow 
That lies on Dian's lap !^ thou visible god, 
That solder'st close impossibilities, 
And make them kiss ! that speak'st with every tongu< 
To every purpose ! O thou touch of hearts !* 
Think, thy slave man rebels ; and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that beasts 
May have the world in empire ! 

Apem. 'Would 'twere so ; — 
But not till I am dead ! — I'll say, thou hast gold : 
Thou wilt be throng'd to shortly. 

Tim. Throng'd to? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. Thy back, I pr'ythee. 

Apem. Live, and love thy misery ! 

Tim. Long live so, and so die ! — I am quit. \Exii I 

[S] The Imagery is here exquisitely beautiful and tublime. WABBURT 
[6] Touch for ttmchstoM. STEEVENS. 
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-More things like men ? — Eat, Timon, and abhor them. 

Enter Thieves. 

1 Thief, Where should he have this gold ? It is some 
3or fragment, some slender ort of his remainder : The 
lere want of gold, and the falUng-from of his friends, 
rove him into this melancholy. 

2 Tliief. It is noised, he hath a maBs of treasure. 

3 Thief. Let us make the assay upon him ; if he can* 
[>t for't, he will supply us easily ; If he covetously re- 
irve it, how shalPs get it ? 

^ Thief True ; for he bears it not about him, 'tis hid. 

1 Tliief Is not this he ? 
Tliieves, Where ? 

2 Thief 'Tis his description. 

3 Tliief He ; I know him. 
TTiieves. Save thee, Timon. 
Tim. Now, thieves ? 
Tliieves. Soldiers, not thieves. 

f Tim. Both too ; and women's sons. 

Thieves. We are not thieves, but men that much do want. 

Tim. Your greatest want is, you want much of meat. 
Vliy should you want ? Behold, the earth hath roots ;' 
Vitliin this mile break forth a hundred springs : 
The oaks bear mast, the briars scarlet hips ; 
The bounteous housewife, nature, on each bush 
-lays her full mess before you. Want ? why want ? 

1 Thief. We cannot live on grass, on berries, water. 
Vs beasts, and birds, and fishes. 

Tim. Nor on the beasts themselves, the birds, and fishes : 
ifou must eat men. Yet thanks I must you con. 
That you are thieves profess'd ; that you work not 
'n holier shapes : for there is boundless thefl 
!n limited professions.* Rascal thieves, 
Here's gold : Go, suck the subtle blood of the grape, 
rill the high fever seeth your blood to froth, 
.\nd so 'scape hanging : trust not the physician ; 
His antidotes are poison, and he slays 
ilklore than you rob : take wealth and lives together ; 
Do villany, do, since you profess to do't. 
Like workmen. I'll example you with thievery : 

[7] ** Vile olut, et duris h«rentia mora rubetis, 
Pngrnantis stoinachi compotuere faroem : 
Flmniae yicino ttoltiu sitit.'* 
I do DOl suppofle thMc to be imitatknu, liut only to be timilar thoaf hts oa ttailar 
occukMM. JOHNSON. 

[8] Refolarly, orderly pmrettioM. BtALONE. 
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The son's a thief, and with his great attraction 
Robs the vast eea : the moon's an arrant thief, 
4nd her pale fire she snatches from the sun : 
The sea's a thief, whose liquid surge resolves 
The moon into salt tears : the earth's a thief, |:« 

That feeds and breeds by a composture stolen 
From general excrement : each thing's a thief; 
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
Have uncheck'd thefl. Love not yourselves ; away ; 
Rob one another. There's more gold : Cut throats ; 
All that you meet are thieves : To Athens, go, • 

Break open shops ; nothing can you steal, * 

But thieves do lose it : Steal not less, for this 
I give you ; and gold confound you howsoever ! I 

^Amen. [Timon retires to hi$ caitL 

3 Thief, He has almost charmed me from my profession,!!, 
by persuading me to it. ^ 

1 Thief. 'Tis in the malice of mankind, that he thus ad- 
vises us ; not to have us thrive in our mystery. 

2 Hitef, I'll believe him as an enemy, and give over 
my trade. 

1 Thief Let us first see peace in Athens : There is no 
time so miserable, but a man may be true. [Exe, Thieve*. 

Enter Flavius. 

Flav, O you gods ! 
is yon despis'd and ruinous man my lord ? 
Full of decay and failing ? O monument 
And wonder of good deeds evilly bestow'd ! " 
What an alteration of honour has 
Desperate want made l^ 
What viler thing upon the earth, than friends, 
Who can bring noblest minds to basest ends ! I 

How rarely^ does it meet with this time's guise, | 

When .man was wish'd to love his enemies :' 
Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo 
Those thnt would mischief me, than those that do I' 
He has caught me in his eye : I will present 
My honest grief unto him ; and, as my lord. 
Still serve him with my life. — My dearest master ! 

[9] Ah tdttration of honour is an alterationi of an bonoumUe state to a state of dis- 
grace. JOHNSON. {1] Aare/y for fitly; not for seldom. WARBDRTON. 

[21 WiMk?d means here recommended. REED. 

[3] The sense Is, Let me rather woo or earess tboM that would miichiH. that pro- 
fcfif to mean me mischief, than tfaoee that reallj do me miadiief, nadtr iUseprm- 
sions of kindness. The Spaniards, I think, have this proverfo ; ** Defend ma fren 
my friends, and from my enemies I will dmnd njatU* TUs proverb if • Rflbleiit 
comment on the passage. JOHNSON 
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TiMON comes forward from hi$ cave, 

Tim, Away ! what art thou ? 

Flav, Have you forgot me, sir ? 

Tim, Why dost ask that ? I have forgot all men ; 
Then, if thou grant'st thou'rt man, I have forgot thee* 

Fiav, An honest poor servant of yours. 

Tim. Then 
L know thee not : I ne'er had honest man 
About me, I ; all that I kept were knaves, 
To serve in meat to villains. 

FIuv, The gods are witness, 
Ne'er did poor steward wear a truer grief 
For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you. 

Tim. What, dost thou weep ? — Come nearer ; — then i 
Because thou art a woman, and disclaim'st [love thee. 
Flinty miankind ; whose eyes do never give, 
But thorough lust, and laughter. Pity's sleeping : 
Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with weeping . 
^ Flav, I bfeg of you to know me, good my lord, 
To accept my grief, and, whilst this poor wealth lasts. 
To entertain me as your steward still. 

Tim. Had I a steward so true, so just, and now 
So comfortable ? It almost turns 
My dangerous nature ^vild.* Let me behold 
Thy face. — Surely, this man was born of woman. — 
Forgive my general and exceptless rashness, 
Perpetual-sober gods ! I do proclaim 
One honest man,— rmistake me not, — but one ; 
No more, I pray, — and he is a steward. — 
How fain would 1 have hated all mankind. 
And thou redeem'st thyself: But Jill, save thee, 
[ fell with curses. 

Methinks, thou art more honest now, than wise ; 
For, by oppressing and betraying me. 
Thou might'st have sooner got another service : 
For many so arrive at second masters. 
Upon their first lord's neck. But tell me true, 

SFor-I must ever doubt, though ne'er so sure,) 
8 not thy kindness subtle, covetous, 
If not a usuring kindness ; and as rich men deal gifb, 
Expecting in return twenty for one ? 

Flav. No, my most worthy master, in whose breast 

- — " 

r41 Stwkcfpeare wrote mild. It almost reconciles me to luankiod. WARB. 

16 Vol. VIII. L 



242 TfMON OF ATIir.NS, ACT T. 

Doubt and suspect, ahxn, are plac'd too late : 

You should have fcnrM falr^e times, when you did feast: 

Suspect still comes where an estate is least. 

That which I show, heaven knows, is merely love, 

Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind, 

Care of your food and living : and, believe it, 

My most honour'd lord. 

For any benefit that points to me, 

Either in hope, or present, Td exchange 

For this one wish, That you had power and wealth 

To requite me, by makina: rich yourself. 

Tim, Look thee, 'lis so ! — Ji'hou singly honest man, 
Here, take : — the gods out of my misery 
Have sent thee treasure. . Go, live rich, and happy : 
But thus condition'd ; Thou shalt build from men ;* 
Hate all, curse all : show charity to none ; 
But let the fjunishM flesh slide from the bone, 
Ere thou relieve the beggar : give to dogs {c 

What thou deny'st to men ; let prisons swallow them, 
Debts wither them : Be men like blasted woods, 
And may diseases lick up their false bloods ! 
And so, farewell, and thrive. 

Flav, O, let me stay, j; 

And comfort you, my master. /■ 

Tim. If thou hat'st ^ 

Curses, stay not ; fly, whilst thou'rt blessM and free : 
Ne'er see thou man, and let me ne'er see thee. 

[Exeunt severally. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I.— 2%fi same. Before Timon's Cave. Enter Po(t\ 
and Painter ; Timon behind, unseen. } 

Pain. As I took note of the place, it cannot be far 
where he abides. 

Poet. What's to be thought of him ? Does the ru- 
niour hold for true, that he is so full of gold ? 

Pain. Certain : Alcibiades reports it ; Phrynia and 
Timandra had gold of him : he likewise enriched poor 
straggling soldiers with great quantity : 'Tis said, he 
gave unto his steward a mighty sum. 

Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but a try for 
his friends. 

[5] Away from human Iiabiti^tions. JOHNSON. 
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Pain. Nothing else : you shall see him a palm in Ath- 
D9 again, and flourish^ with the highest. Therefore, 
is not amiss, we tender our loves to him, in this sop- 
osed distress of his : it will show honestly in us ; and is 
eiy likely to load our purposes with what they travel for., 
r it be a just and true report that goes of his having. 

PoeL What have you now to present unto him ? 

Pain. Nothing at this time but my visitation : only I will 
»romise him an excellent piece. 

Poet. 1 must serve him so too ; tell him of an intent 
hat's coming toward him. 

Pain, Good as the best. Promising is the very air o* 
lie time : it opens the eyes of expectation : perfoimance 
8 ever the duUcr for his act ; and, but in the plainer and 
limpler kind of people, the deed of saying is quite out 
>f use. To promise is most courtly and fashionable : 
;)erfonnance is a kind of will, or testament, which argues 
I great sickness in his judgment that makes it. 

TVm. Excellent workman ! Thou canst not paint a man 
30 bad as is thyself. 

PoeU I am tliinking, what I shall say I have provided 
for him: It ipust be a personating of himself:^ a satire 
against the soilness of prosperity : with a discovery of the 
infinite flatteries that follow youth and opulency. 

Tim. Must thou needs stand for a villain in thine own 
work ? Wilt thou whip thine own faults in other men ? 
Do so, I have gold for thee. 

Poet. Nay, let's seek him : 
Then do we sin against our own estate, 
When we may pro tit meet, and come too late. 

Pain. True ; 
When the day serves, before black-corner'd night, 
Find what thou want'st by free and offer'd light. 
Come. 

Tim. V\l meet you at the turn. What a god's gold, 
That he is worshipped in a baser temple. 
Than where swine feed ! 

'Tis thou that rigg'st the bark, and plough'st the foam ; 
Settlest admired reverence in a slave : 
To thee be worship ! and thy saints for aye 
Be crown'd with plagues, that thee alone obey I 
'Fit I do meet them. [Advancing. 




vv nai : lo you : 

Whose itar-like nobleness gave life and influence 

To their whole being ! I'm rapt, and cannot cover 

The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude 

With any size of words. 

Tim. Let it go naked, men may see*t the better 
You, that are honest, by being what you are, 
Make them best seen, and known. 

Pain. He, and myself, 
Have travell'd in the great shower of your gifts. 
And sweetly felt it. 

TYm. Ay, you are honest men. 

Fain. We are hither come to offer you our. ser^ 

TVm. Most honest men ! Why, how shall I requi 
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water ? no. 

Both, What we can do, we'll do, to do you serv 

Tim. You are honest men : You have heard 
have gold; 
I am sure, you have : speak truth : you are hones 

Pain. So it is said, my noble lord ; but therefor 
Came not my friend, nor I. 

Tim. Good honest men : — Thou draw'st a cou 
Best in all Athens : thou art, indeed, the best ; 
Thou counterfeit'st most lively. 

Pain. So, so, my lord. 
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Vim. Will you, indeed ? 

3oth, Doubt it Dot, worthy lord. 

Vim, There's ne'er a one of you but trusts a knave, 

at mistily deceives you. 

3oih, Do we, my lord ? 

Vim, Ay, and you hear him cog, see him dissemble, 

Dw his gross patchery, love him, feed him, 

ep in your bosom : yet remain assur'd, 

at he's a made-up villain.® 

^ain.' I know none such, my lord, 

^oet. Nor I. 

Vim, Look you, I love you well ; I'll give you gold, 

I me these villains from your companies : 

ig ihem, or stab them, drown them in a draught,^ 

ifound them by some course, and come to me, 

give yon gold enough. 

3oth* r^ame them, my lord, let's know them. 

nun. Ton that way, and you this, but two in company :' 

iidch man apart, all single and alone j 

t aft arch-vUlain keeps him company. 

where thou art, two villains shall not be. 

[To the Painter. 
ne not near him. — If thou wouldst not reside 

[To the Poet, 
; where one villain is, then him abandon. — 
ice ! pack I there's gold, ye came for gold, ye slaves : 
1 have done work for. me, there's payment : 
1 are an alchymist, make gold of that : — 
t, rascal dogs ! [Exit, beating and driving them ovt 

SCENE II. 

The same. Enter Flavius, and two Senators, 
^lavi It is in vain that you would speak with Timon ; 
* he is set so only to himself, 
at nothing but himself, which looks like man, 
riendly with him. 
Sen, Bring us to his cave : 
3 our part, and promise to the Athenians, 
speak with Timon. 
\ Sen. At all times alike 



A complete, a finished Tillain. MASON. 

That is, in the Jakes. JOHNSON. 

00 you go that way, and you this, and yet still e«dl of you will hhve taw in 
eompany: each of yon, though single jmd alone, will be tKon^mtiedhj an 
TiUsOn. MALONE. 
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Men are not still the same : 'Twas time, and grie£i, 
That fram'd him thus : Time, with his &irer hand, 
Offering the fortunes of his former days, 
The former man may make him : Bring us to him, 
And chance it as it may. 

Flav. Here is his cave. — 
Teace and content be here ! lord Timon ! Timon I - 
Look out, 'and speak to friends : The Athenians, 
By two of their most reverend senate, greet thee : 
Speak to them, noble Timon. 

Enter Timon. 

Tim. Thou sun, that comfort'st, burn ! — Speak, and be " 
hanged : 
For each true word, a blister ! and each false 
Be as a cauterizing to the root oHhe tongue, 
Consuming it with speaking ! | 

1 Sen, Worthy Timon, 

Tim. Of none but such as you, and you of Timon. 

2 Sen. The senators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 
Tim. 1 thank them ; and would send them back the 

plague. 
Could I but catch it for them. 

1 Sen. O, forget 

What we are sorry for ourselves in thee. 
The senators, with one consent of love. 
Entreat thee back to Athens ; who have thought 
On special dignities, which vacant lie 
For thy best use and wearing. 

2 Sen. They confess, • 

Toward thee, forgetfulness too general, gross : 

Which now the public body, — ^which doth seldom 

Play the recanter, — ^feeling in itself 

A lack of Timon's aid, hath sense withal 

Of its own fall,* restraining aid to Timon ; 

And send forth us, to make their sorrowed render. 

Together with a recompense more fruitful - 

Than their offence can weigh down by the dram ;' 

Ay, even such heaps and sums of love and wealth, . 

As shall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs, 

[21 The Albeniaos had sense, that is, felt the danger of their own (Ul, by tiie amis 
of Alcibiades. JOHNSON. 

[S] A recompense so large, tlmt the ofitoee they have omitted, though every dram 
of that offence should be fmt into the scale, cannot counterpoise it TEb recompense 
will outweirik the oflisnoe, which. Instead of wrigMng dnm the scale in which It It 
placed, wiindck the beam. HALONE. 
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And write in thee the figures of their love, 
Ever to read them thine. 

TVm. You witch me in it ; 
Surprize me to the very brink of tears : 
Lend me a fool's heart, and a woman's eyes, 
And I'll beweep these comforts, worthy senators. 

1 Sen, Therefore, so please thee to return with us, 
And of our Athens (thine, and ours,) to take 

The captainship, thou shalt be met with thanks, 
Allow'd with absolvite power, and thy good name 
Live with authority : — So soon we shall drive back 
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild ; 
Who, like a boar too savage, doth root up 
His country's peace. 

2 Sen, And shakes his threat' ning sword 
Againsl the walls of Athens. 

1 Sen. Therefore, Timon, — 

Tim* Well, sir, I will ; therefore, I will, sir ; Thus,-^ 
If Alcibiades kill my countrymen. 
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 
That — Timon cares not. But if he sack fair Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by the beards, 
Giving our holy virgins to the stain 
Of contumelious, beastly,^ mad-brain'd war ; 
Then, let him know, — and tell him, Timon speaks it, - 
In pity of our aged, and our youth, 
I cannot choose but tell him, that — I care not, 
And let him take't at worst ; for their knives care not. 
While you have throats to answer : for myself. 
There's not a whittle in the unruly camp,* 
But I do prize it at my love, before 
The reverend'st throat in Athens. So I leave you 
To the protection of the prosperous gods, 
As thieves to keepers. 

Flav. Stay not, all'a in vain. 

Tim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph. 
It will be seen to-morrow ; my long sickness 
Of health, and living, now begins to mend,' 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live still ; 
Be Alcibiades your plague, you his, 
And last so long enough ! 

1 Sen. We speak in vain. 

[41 A fohittU if still in many places the common name for a pocket daq> knife, toeh. 
as children nse. STEEVENS. 
[5] The disease of life begins to promise me a period. JOHNSOJ!^. 
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2Vm. But yet I love my country ; and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wreck, 
Ai common bruit doth put it. 

1 Sen, That's well spoke. 

Tim. Commend me to my loving countrymen, — 

1 Sen. These words become your lips as they pass 

through them. 

2 Sen. And enter in our ears, like great tridmphers 
In their applauding gates. 

Tim. Commend me to them ; 
And tell them, that, to ease them of their grie&. 
Their fears of hostile strokes, their aches, losses. 
Their pangs of love, with other incident throes 
That nature's fragile vessel doth sustain 
In life's uncertain voyage, I will some kindness do them : 
ril teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades' wrath. 

2 Sen. I like this well, he will return again. 

Tim. I have a tree, which grows here in my close, 
That mine own use invites me to cut down. 
And shortly must I fell it ; Tell my friends. 
Tell Athens, in the sequence of degree,^ 
From high to low throughout, that whoso please 
To stop affliction, let him take his haste. 
Come hither, ere my tree halth felt the axe, 
And hang himself: — I pray you, do my greeting. 

Flav. Trouble him no further, thus you still shall findhini. 

Tim. Come not to me again : but say to Athens, 
Timon hath made his everlasting mansion 
Upon the beached verge of the salt flood ; 
Which once a day with his embossed froth 
The turbulent surge shall cover ; thither come, 
And let my grave-stone be your oracle. — 
fiips, let sour words go by, and language end : 
What is. amiss, plague and infection mend ! 
Graves only be men's works ; and death, their gain ! 
Sun, hide thy beams! Timon hath done his reign. [Ex, Tim« 

1 Sen. His discontents are unremoveably 
Coupled to nature. 

2 Sen. Our hope in him is dead : Let us return, 
And strain what other means is left unto us 

In our dear peril.^ 

] Sen. It requires swift foot [Exeunt. 

(81 Mttthodioally* ftora higbost to lowest JOHNSON. 
\i] Dear, in ShakenearBii language, is dirt, drtai^. So la HamleCt 
>< Would I bad met my dcmctt foe m hMTen." MALOoE 
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SCENE III. 
The Walh of Athens. Enter two Senators, and a Messenger, 

1 Sen, Thou hast painfully diacoverM ; are his files 
As full as thy report ? 

Mes, I have spoke the least : 
Besides, his expedition promises 
Present approach. 

2 Sen. We stand much hazard, if they bring notTimon. 
Mes. I met a courier, one mine ancient friend ; — 

Whom, though in general part we were opposed, 

Yet our old love made a particular force,' 

And made us speak like friends :* — ^this man was riding 

From Alcibiades to I'imon's cave. 

With letters of entreaty, which imported 

His fellowship i^the cause against your city, 

In part for his sake movM. 

Enter Senators from Timon. 

1 Sen. Here come our brothers. 

3 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expect. — 
The eneHiies^ drum is heard, and fearful scouring 
Doth choke the air with dust : In, and prepare ; 

Ours is the fall, I fear, our foes the snare. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

The Woods. Timok's Cave; and a Tombstone seen. Enter 

a Soldier, seeking Timon. 

Sol. By all description this should be the place. 
Who's here ? speak, ho ! — No answer ? — What is this ? 
Timon is dead, who hath outstrech'd his span : 
Some beast rear'd this ; there docs not live a man. 
Dead, sure ; and this his grave. — 
What's on this tomb I cannot read ; the character 
I'll take witli wax : Our captain hath in every figure skill ; 
An ag'd interpreter, though young in days : 
Before proud Athens he's set down by this, 
Whose fall the mark of his ambition is. [Exit. 

[8) I am folly coiiTiiiced that this, and many other passages of our author, have 
bMB Irretrievably cormpted by transcribers or printers, and could not have proceed- 
ed la tbeir present state from Shakespeare } for what we cannot understand . io die 
cloaet, must have been wholly useless on the stare. The awkward repetition of tbm^ 
word wuNlr. stronfliv cotuatenances my present observation. STEEVENS. 

Vol. Vlfi. L 2 
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SCENE V. 

Before the Walls of Athens, Trumpets sound. Enter Al' ' 

ciBiADES, and Forces, 

Alcih, Sound to this coward and lascivious town 
Our terrible approach. [A parley sounded. 

Enter Senators on the walls. 

Till now you have gone on, and fill'd the time 

With all licentious measure, making your wills 

The scope of justice ; till now, myself, and such 

As slept within the shadow of your power. 

Have wander'd with our travers'd arms,^ and breathed • 

Our sufferance vainly : Now the time is flush,* 

When crouching marrow, in the bearer strong, 

Cries, of itself, JVb more ;• now breathless wrong 

Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease ; 

And pursy, insolence shall break his wind,. 

With fear, and horrid flight. 

1 Sen, Noble, and young» 

When thy first griefs were but a mere conceit, 
Ere thou hadst power, or we had cause for fear, 
We sent to thee ; to give thy rages balm, 
To wipe out our ingratitude with loves 
Above their quantity.* 

2 Sen, So did we woo 
Transformed Timon to our cify's love, 

By humble message, and by promis'd means ; 
We were not all unkind, nor all deserve 
The common stroke of war. 

1 Sen, These walls of ours 

Were not erected by their hands, from whom 
You have receiv'd your griefs : nor are they such, 
That these great towers, trophies, and schools should fall 
For private faults in them. 

2 Sen, Nor are they living, 

Who were the motives that you first went out ; 
Shame, that they wanted cunning, in excess 
Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord, 

[91 Traoer^d armt^ amis across. JOHNSON. 

fit A bird it flush when his feathers are grown, and he can leave the bcsU Fbuk 
U BMture. JOHNSON. 

(S) The marrow was soi^posed to be the original of strength. The image is froM 
a camel lineeUng to take up liis load, who rises immediately when h« finds he has as 
oiach laid on as lie can bear. 

WABBVRTON. 

[8] TMr refers to grief*. M AiONE. 
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Into oar citj with thy banners spread : 

By decimatiOD, and a tithed death, 

(If thy revenges hnnger for that food. 

Which nature loaths,^ take thoa the destin'd tenth 

And by the hazard oi the spotted die, 

Let die the spotted. 

4 Sen, All hare not offended ; 
For those that were, it is not square,^ to take. 
On those that are, revenges : crimes, hke lands, 
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman. 
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage : 
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and those kin. 
Which, in the bluster of thy wrath, must fall 
With those that have ofiended : like a shepherd. 
Approach the fold, and cull the infected forth, 
But kill not all together. 

2 Sen. What thou wilt. 
Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy smile. 
Than hew to't with thy sword. 

1 Sen. Set but thy foot 

Against our rampir'd gates, and they shall ope ; 
So thou wilt send thy gentle heart before, 
To say, thouUt enter friendly. 

2 Sen. Throw thy glove. 

Or any token of thine honour else. 
That thou wilt use the wars as thy redress. 
And not as our confusion, all thy powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 
Have seal'd tiiy full desire. 

Alcib. Then there's my glove ; 
Descend, and open your uncharged ports ;^ 
Those enemies of Timon's, and mine own, 
Whom you youjselves shall set out for reproof, 
Fall, and no more : and, — to atone your fears 
With my more noble meaning, — not a man 
Shall pass his quarter, or offend the stream 
Of .regular justice in your city's bounds. 
But shall be remedied^ to your public laws 
At heaviest answer.* 

Both, 'Tis most nobly spoken. 

Aleib, Descend, and keep your words. 

[The Senators descend, and open the gat€$^ 

Not ragulnar, not equitable. JOHNSON. 

Undui^gtd mMiM anattacked. MASON. 

,^ Not a soldier shall quit his station, or be let loose upon yoa *, and, if any 
its tloknce, ha iball answer U regularly to the law. JOHNSON. 
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Enter a Soldier. 

Sol, My noole general, Timon is dead ; 
EotombM npon the very hem o'the sea : 
And, on his grave-stone, this insculpture ; which 
With wax I brought away, whose soft impression 
Interprets for my poor ignorance. 

Alcib. [Reads.] /fere lies a wretched corse^ of wretchti 
$oul bereft : 
Seek not my name : A plague consume you wicked caitiff 

left I 
Here lie I Timon ; tr^o, alive^ all living men did hate : 
Pass by^ and curse thy Jill ; hut pass^ and stay not here th 

gait.'' 
These wdl express in thee thy latter spirits : 
Though thou abhorr'dst in us our human griefs, 
Scom'dst our brain's flow, and those our droplets which 
From niggard nature ^1, yet rich conceit 
Taught thee to make vast Neptune weep for aye 
On Uiy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead 
Is noble Timon ; of whose memory 
Hereafter more.— r^Bring me into your city. 
And I will use the olive with my sword : 
Make war breed peace ; make peace stint war ; make eacl 
Prescribe to other, as each other's leech.* — 
Let our drums strike. [Exeum 

[7] This epitaph b in ilr Thonu Noarth^ tranateUon of Plutupcb, with the difiet 
enet of one word onlj, wntekts instead of eaiH/T*' STEEVCNS. 

[8] Physician. STEEVEKS. 



TITUS ANDRONICUS. 



OBSERVATIONS. 



Titus Andronicus.] It is observable, that this play is 
printed in the quarto of 1611, with exactness equal to 
that of the other books of those times. The first editiop 
was probably corrected by the author, so that here is ve- 
ry little room for conjecture or emendation ; and accord- 
ingly none of the editors have much molested this piece 
with officious criticism. Johnsoit. 

There is an authority for ascribing this play to Shake- 
speare, which I think a very strong one, though not made 
use of, aa I remember, by any of his conmientators. It is 
given to him, among other plays, which are undoubtedly 
his, in a little book, called PaUadis Tamia^ or the Second 
Part of Wifs Commonwealth^ written by Francis Meres, 
Maister of Arts, and printed at London in 1598. The 
other tragedies, enumerated as his in that book, are King 
John, Richard the Second, Henry the Fourth, Richard th9 
Third, and Romeo and Juliet, The conmiedies are, the 
Midsummsr-NighV s Dream, the Gentlemen of Verona, the 
Comedy of Errors, the Lovers Lahour^s Lost, the Lorot^s 
Labour Won, and the Merchant of Venice. I have given 
this list, as it serves so far to ascertain the date of these 
play^ ; and also, as it contains a notice of a comedy of 
Shakespeare, the Lovers Labour Won, not included in any 
collection of his works ; nor, as far as I know, attributed 
to him by any other authority. If there should be a play 
in being with that title, though without Shakespeare^s 
name, I should be glad to see it ; and I think the editor 
n'ould be sure of the public thanks, even if it should prove 
no better than the Love's Labour^s Lost. Tyrwhitt. 

The work of criticism on the plays of our author, is, I 
believe, generally found to extend or contract itself in 
proportion to the value of the piece under consideration ; 
and we shall always do httle where we desire but little 
should be done. I know not that this piece stands in need 
of much emendation ; though it might be treated as con- 
demned criminals are in some countries, — ^any experiments 
might be justifiably made on it. 

The author, whoever he was, might have borrowed the 
story, the names, the characters, &c. from an old ballad. 
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which is entered in the books of the Stationers' Compao) • 
immediately afler the play on the same subject. *< John 
Danter] Feb. 6, 1593. A book entitled A NMe Bamn 
Hittorie of Tittu AndronicusJ*'* 

<* Enter'd unto him also the ballad thereof." 

Entered again April 19, 1602, by Tho. Pavyer. 

The reader will find it in Dr. Percy's Rdiquet of An- j 
cient EnglM Poetry, Vol. I. Dr. Percy adds, that " there ^ 
is reason to conclude that this play was rather improred 
by Shakespeare with a few fine touches of his pen, than . 
originally writ by him ; for not to mention that the style is { 
less figurative than his others generally are, this tragedy 
is mentioned with discredit in the induction to Ben Jon- ' 
son's Bartholomew Fair in 1614, as one that had then beer 
exhibited * five-and-twenty or thirty years :' which, if we 
take the lowest number, throws it back to the year 1589, 
at -which time Shakespeare was but 25 : an earlier date 
than can be found for any other of his pieces, and if it does 
not clear him entirely of it, shows at least it was a first 
attempt." 

Though we are obliged to Dr. Percy for his attempt to 
clear our great dramatick writer from the imputation of 
having produced this sanguinary performance, yet I cannot 
admit that the circumstance of its being discreditably men- 
tioned by Ben Jonson, ought to have any weight ; for Ben 
has not very sparingly censured 7%e Tempest, and other 
pieces which are undoubtedly among the most finished 
works of Shakespeare. The whole of Ben's Prologue to 
Every Man in his Humour, is a malicious sneer on him. 

Painter, in his Palace of Pleasure, Tom. II. speaks of 
the story of Titus as well known, and particularly mentions 
the cruelty of Tamora : And, in A Knach to know a Knave, 
1594, is the following allusion to it: 

« -~ as welcome shall you be 

**To me, my daugritera, and my son in law, 

** As Titus was unto the Roman seuaton, 

*^ When he had made a conquest on the QelhiJ* 

Whatever were the motives of Homing and Condell for 
admitting this tragedy among those of Shakespeare, all it 
has gained by their favour is, to be delivered down to 
posterity with repeated remarks of contempt, — a Thersites 
babbling among heroes, and introduced only to be derided. 

Stebvens. 
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On what principle the editors of the first complete edi- 
tion of our poet's plays admitted this into their volume, 
cannot now be ascertained. The most probable reason 
that can be assigned, is, that he wrote a few lines in it, 
or gave some assistance to the author, in revising it, or in 
some other way aided him in bringing it forward on the 
stage. The tradition mentioned by Ravenscroft in the 
' time of King James II. warrants us in making one or other 
of these suppositions. " I have been told," (says he in 
his preface to an alteration of this play published in 1687,) 
" by some anciently conversant with the stage, that it was 
not originally his, but brought by a private author to be 
acted, and he only gave some master tQ|tehes to one or 
two of the principal parts or charactersaE 

" A booke entitled A noble Roman Historie of Titus An- 
dronicus,'*^ was entered at Stationers'-Hall, Feb. 6, 1593-4. 
This was undoubtedly the play, as it was printed in that 
year (according to Langbaine, who alone appears to have 
seen tne first edition,) and acted by the servants of the 
Earls of Pembroke, Derby, and Sussex. It is observable 
that in the entry no author's name is mentioned, and that 
Uie play was orginally performed by the same company of 
comedians who exhibited the old drama, entitled Tlie Con- 
terUian of the Houses of Yorke and Lancaster^ The old Ta- 
ming of a Shrew f and Marlowe's King Edward II, by whom 
not one of Shakespeare's plays is said to have been per- 
formed. 

From Ben Jonson's Induction to Bartholomew Fairy 
1614, we learn that Andronicus had been exhibited twenty- 
five or thirty years before ; that is, according to the low- 
est computation in 1589 ; or taking a middle period, which 
is perhaps more just, in 1587. 
^ To enter into a long disquisition to prove this piece not 
1^ to have been written by Shakespeare, would be an idle 
waste of time. To those who are not conversant with his 
writings, if particular passages were examined, more words 
would be necessary than the subject is worth ; those who 
are well acquainted with his works, cannot entertain a 
doubt on the question. — I will however mention one mode 
by which it may be easily ascertained. Let the reader 
only peruse a few lines of Appius and Virginia, Tancred 
and Gismundj The Battle of Alcazar, Jeronimo, Selimus 
Emperor of the Turks, The Wounds of Civil War, TAe 
17 Vol. VIIL 
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Wars of Cyrus , Locrine, Arden of Feverskam, King Ed' 
u^ard L The Spanish Tragedy^ Solyman and Perseda, JGa^ 
fiCiV, the old King John, or any other of the pieces that 
were exhibited before the time of Shakespeare, and he 
will at once perceive that Titus Andronicus was coined in 
the same mint. 

The testimony of Meres, mentioned in a preceding note, 
sdone remains to be considered. His enumerating this 
iimong Shakespeare's plays may be accounted for in the 
same way in which we may account for its being printed 
by his fellow-comedians in the first folio edition of his 
works. Meres w;is in 15Ji8, when his book appeared, in- 
timately conuectad with Drayton, and probably acquainted 
with some of thilramatic jioets of the time, from some or 
other of whom ne might have heard that Shakespeare 
interested himself abont this tragedy, or had written a few 
lines for the author. The internal evidence furnished by 
the piece itself, and proving it not to have been the pro- 
duction of Shakespeare, greatly outweighs any single te>- 
timony on the other side. Meres might have been mis- 
informed, or inconsiderately have given credit to the ru 
mour of the day. For six of the plays which he has men- 
tioned, (exclusive of the evidence which the representa- 
tion of the pieces themselves might have furnished,) he 
had perhaps no better authority than the whisper of the 
theatre ; for they were not then printed. He could not 
have been deceived by a title-page, as Dr. Johnson sup- 
poses ; for Shiikespeare's name is not in the title-page of 
the edition printed in quarto in 1611, and therefore we 
may conclude, was not in the title-page of that in 1594, of 
which the other was undoubtedly a re-impression. Had 
this mean performance been the work of Shakespeare, 
can it be supposed that the booksellers would not have 
endeavoured to procure a sale for it by stamping his name 
upon it ? 

In short, the high antiquity of the piece, its entry on the 
Stationers' books, and being afterwards printed without the 
name of our author, its being performed by the servabts 
of Lord Pembroke, &c. the stately march of the versifica- 
tion, the whole colour of the composition, its resemblance 
to several of our most ancient dramas, the dissimilitude of 
the style from our author's undoubted compositions, and the 
tradition mentioned by Ravenscroft, when some of his con* 
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temporaries had not been long dead, (for Lowin and Tay- 
lor, two of his fellow-comedians, were alive a few years 
before the Restoration, and Sir William D'Avenant, who 
had himself written for the stage in 1629, did not die till 
April 1668 ;) all these circumstances combined, prove 
with irresistible force that the pliy of Titus Andronicus has 
been erroneously ascribed to Shakespeare. Malone. 

" Kijd — probably original author of AndronicuSy tacrine, 
and play in Hamlet, — Marloe, of H. 6. 

«* Ben Jonson, Barthol, Fair — ranks together Hieronymo 
and Andronicvs, [time and stile] — first exposed him to the 
criticks — shelter'd afterwards under another's name. 

*' Sporting Kyd [perhaps wrote comedy] and Marloe's 
mighty line — Jonson, [mii:;lit assist Lily.] Perhaps Shake- 
speare's additions outshone, 

" Tamburlaine mentioned with praise by Heywood^ as 
Marloe's might be different from the bombast one — and 
til at written by Kyd." 

From a loose scrap of paper, in the hand writing of 
Dr. Farmer. Steevens. 

In the library of the Duke of Bridgewater, at Ashbridge, 
is a volume of old quarto plays, numbered R. 1. 7 ; in 
which the first is Titus Andronicus, Todd. 



Tamora, queen of the Goths, 
Lavima, daughter to Titus Andronicus, 
A JVurse, and a Black Child. 

Kinsmen of Titus, Senators, Tribunes, Officers, Soldiers^ and 

Attendants, 

SCENE — Rome ; and the country near it. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Saturninus, son to the late emperor of RomCf and after- 

Tsmrds declared emperor himself 
Bassianus, brother to Satuminus ; in love with Lavima. 
Titus Androxicus, a noble Roman, general against the 

Goths, 
Marcus Andronicus, tribune of the people ; and brother to 

Titus. 
Lucius, \ 

QUINTUS, f * rp'. a J 

Mr I *^"^ litus Andronicus, 

MuTius. ) 

Young Lucius, a boy, son to Lucius. 

PuBLius, son to Marcus the tribune. 

^MiLius, a noble Roman, 

Alarbus, ^ 

Chiron, > sons to Tamora, 

Demetrius, J 

Aaron, a Moor, beloved by Tamora. [ 

A Captain, Tribune, Messenger, and Clown ; Romans, ^ 

Goths and Romans. 
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ACT I. 

.SCENE I.— Rome. Before the Capitol. The Tomb of the 
Andronici appearing ; the Tribunes and Senators aloft^ as 
in the Senate, Enter, below, Saturninus and his Fol- 
lowers, on one side ; and Bassianus and his FoUoTvers, 
on the other ; with drum and colours, 

Saturninus, 

Noble patricians, patrons of my right, 
Defend the justice of my cause with arms ; 
And, countrymen, my loving followers, 
Plead my successive title' with your swords : 
I am his first-bom son, that was the last 
That ware the imperial diadem of Rome ; 
Then let my father's honours live in mc. 
Nor wrong mine age wijh this indignity. 

Bas, Romans, — friends, followers, favourers of my right, 
— If ever Bassianus, Caesar's son. 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 
Keep then this passage to the Capitol ; 
And suffer not dishonour to approach 
The imperial sejit, to virtue consecrate, 
To justice, continence, and nobility : 
But let desert in pure election shine ; 
And, Romans, fight for freclom in your choice. 

Enter Marcus Andro mcus, alt ft, zcith the crorvn. 

Mar, Princes — that strive by factions, and by friends. 
Ambitiously for rule and empery, — 
Know, that the people of Rome, for whom wo stand 
A special party, have, by common voice, 
In election for the Roman empery, 
Chosen Andronicus, siirnamed Pius, 
For many good and great deserts to Rome : 
A nobler man, a braver warrior. 
Lives not this day within the city walls : 
He by the senate is accited home, 

[1] My title to the succession. M ALONE. 
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From weary wars against the barbarous Goths ; 

That, with his sons, a terror to our foes, 

Hath yokM a nation strong, trainM up in arms. 

Ten years are spent, since first he undertook 

This cause of Rome, and chastised with arms 

Our enemies' pride : Five times he hath return'd 

Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons 

In coffins from the field ; 

And now at last, laden with honour's spoils, 

Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 

Renowned 'J'itus, flourishing in arms. 

Let us intreat, — By honour of his name. 

Whom, worthily, you would have now succeed, 

And in the Capitol and senate's right. 

Whom you pretend to honour and adore, — 

That you withdraw you, and abate your strength ; ' 

Dismiss your followers, «and, as suitors should, j 

Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness. 

Sat. How fair the tribune speaks to calm my thoughts ! 

Bas, Marcus Andronicus, so I do affy 
In thy uprightness and integrit}'. 
And so I love and honour thee and thine. 
Thy nobler brother Titus, and his sons, 
And her, to whom my thou<rhts are humbled all, 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament. 
That I will here dismiss my loving friends ; 
And to my fortunes, and the people's favour. 
Commit my cause in balance to be weigh'd. 

[Exeunt the Follozcers of Bassianus. 

Sat Friends, that have been thus forward in my right, 
I thank you all, and here dismiss you all ; 
And to tie love and favour of my country 
Commit myself, my person, and the cause. 

[Exenjit the Followers of Saturn in us. 
Rome, be as just and gracious unto me. 
As I am confident and kind to thee. — 
Open the gates, and let me in. 

Bas. Tribunes ! and me, a poor competitor. 

[Sat. and Bas. go into the Capitol, and exeunt t«>iVA 

Senators, Mar. ^c. 

SCENE II. — The same. Enter a Captain, and others. 

Cap, Romans, make way ; The good Andronicus, 
Patron of virtue, Rome's best champion, 
Successful in the battles that he fights, 
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I 

^ith honour and with fortune is returned, 
'rem where he circumscribed with his sword, 

Sid brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome. 
ourish of trumpets, ^c. Enter Mutius and Martius : 
after them, two Men bearing a coffin covered with black ; 
then QuiNTUs and Lucius. After them, Titus Androni* 
cus ; and then Tamora, Tmth Alarbus, Chiron, Deme- 
trius, Aaron, and other Goths, prisoners ; Soldiers and 

: People, following. The Bearers set down the coffin, and 
Titus speaks. 

Tit, Htiil, Rome, victorious in thy mourning weeds ! 
o, as the bark, that hath discharg'd her fraught, 
eturns with precious lading to the bay, 
rom whence at first she weigh'd her anchorage, 

jCometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs, 

To re-salute his country with his tears ; 

fTears of true jo}' for his return to Rome. — 

Thou great defender of this Capitol,* 
' Stand gracious to the rites that we intend ! — 

Romans, of five and twenty valiant sons. 

Half of the number that king Priam had. 

Behold the poor remjiins, alive, and dead ! 

These, that survive, let Rome reward with love ; 
, These, that I bring unto their latest home, 

With burial amongst their ancestors : 

Here Goths have given me leave to sheathe my sword 
f Titus, unkind, and careless of thine own, 
I Why suffer'st thou thy sons, unburied yet, 
! To hover on the dreadful shore of Styx ? — 

Make way to lay them by their brethren. \The tomb is opened. 

There greet in silence, as the dead are wont. 

And sleep in peace, slain in your country's wars ! 

sacred receptacle of my joys. 

Sweet cell of virtue and nobiiitv, 

How many sons of mine Iiast tiiou in store. 

That thou wilt never render to me more ? 

Luc, Give us the proudest prisoner of the Goths, 

That we may hew his limbs, and, on a pile, 

Ad mxxnes fratrum sacrifice his flesh. 

Before this earthlj^ prison of their bones ; 

That so the shadows be not unappeas'd. 

Nor we disturbed with prodigies on earth.' 

[21 Jupiter, to whoiri the Capitol was sacred. JOHNSON. 

3] It was supposed by the ancients, that the ghosts of unburied people appeared 
to tbtfir friends, to soUcit the rites of funeral. STEEVENS. 
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Tit. I give him you ; the noblest that survirei, 
The eldest son of this distressed queen. ^^^^ 

Tarn. Stay, Roman brethren ;— -Gracious conqueror,' 
Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shed, 
A mother's tears in passion for her son : 
And, if thy sons were ever dear to thee» 
O, think my son to be as dear to me. 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, 
To beautify thy triumphs, and return. 
Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke ; 
But must my sons be slaughter^ in the streets. 
For valiant doings in their country's cause ? 
O ! if to fight for king and common weal 
Were piety in thine, it is in these. 
Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood : 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods ? 
Draw near them then in being merciful : 
Sweet mercy is nobilitj^'s true badge. 
Thrice-noble Titus, spare my first-born son. 

Tit, Patient yourself, madam, and pardon me. 
These are their brethren, whom you Goths beheld 
Alive, and dead ; and for their brethren slain, 
Religiously they ask a sacrifice : 
To this your son is mark'd ; and die he must, 
To appease their groaning shadows that are gone. 

Lac, Away with him ! and make a fire straight ; 
And with our swords, open a pile of wood. 
Let's hew his limbs, till tliey be clean consumM. 

[Exe, Luc. QuiN. Mart, and Mut. mih Alarbu 

Tarn, O cruel, irreligious piety ! 

Chi, Was ever Scvthia half so barbarous ? 

Dem. Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome. 
Alarbus goes to reel ; and we survive 
To tremble under I'ilus' threatening look. 
Then, madam, stjjnd resolvM ; but hope withal. 
The self-same gods, that arm'd the queen of Troy 
With opportunity of sliarp revenge 
Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent. 
May favour Tamora, the queen of Goths, 
(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was queen,) 
To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes. 
Re-enter Lucius, Quintus, Martius, and Mutius, swi 

their swords bloody. 

Ijuc, See, lord and father, how we have perform'd 
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nr Roman rites : Alarbus' limbs are loppM, 
nd entrails feed the sacrificing fire, 
liose smoke, like incense, doth perfume the sky; 
emaineth nought, but to inter our brethren, 
Dd with loud 'larums welcome them to Rome. 
Tit, Let it be so, and let Andronicus 
[ake this his latest farewell to their souls. 

[Trumpets sounded^ and the coffins laid in the tomb. 
1 peace and honour rest you here, my sons ; 
lome's readiest champions, repose you here, 
ccure from worldly chances and mishaps ! 
fere lurks nO treason, here no envy swells, 
[ere grow no damned grudges ; here, are no storms, 
^0 noise, but silence (ind eternal sleep : 

Enter Lavinia. 
i peace and honour rest you here, my sons ! 
Lmv. In peace and honour live lord Titus long : 
y noble lord and father, Uve in fame ! 
! at this tomb my tributary tears 
render, for my brethren's obsequies ; 
ttd at thy feet I kneel with tears of joy 
led on the earth, for thy return to Rome ; 
, bless me .here with thy victorious hand, 
hose fortunes Rome's best citizens applaud. 
Tit. Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly reserv'd 
he cordial of mine age to glad my heart ! — 
ivinia, live ; out-live thy father's days, 
id fame's eternal date, for virtue's praise I* 
iterM.AK. Andronicus, Saturninus, Bassianus, and others. 
Mar. Long live lord Tttus, my beloved brother, 
[:9cious trifimpher in the eyes of Rome ! 
Tit, Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother Marcus. 
Mar, And welcome, nephews, from successful wars, 
)u that survive, and you that sleep in fame, 
ir lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 
lat in your country's service drew your swords : 
it safer triumph is this funeral pomp, 
lat hath aspir'd to Solon's happiness,^ 
id triumphs over chance, in honour's bed. — 
tus Andronicus, the people of Rome, 
hose friend in justice thou hast ever been, 

I] To oatlhre an eternal date, is, though not philoiopbieal, yet poetical seoit. He 
bet ^t her life may be loagar than bis, and her praise longer than fame. JOHN, 
n The maxim of Solon Us. that no man can be prooonnccd happy before iiis deatli. 
lOKK. VOL-Vm. M 
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Send thee, by me, their tribune, and their trust, 
This pallinment of white and spotless hue ; 
And name thee in election for the empire, 
With these our late-deceased emperor's sons : 
Be candidaius then, and put it on, 
And help to set a head on headless Rome. 

Tit, A better head her glorious body fits, 
Than his, that shakes for a^e and feebleness : 
What ! should I don this robe,^ and trouble you ? 
Be chosen with proclamations lo-day ; , 
To-morrow, yield up rule; resign my life, 
And set abroad new business for you all ? 
Rome, I hav^e been thy soldier forty years, 
And buried one and twenty valiant sons, 
Knighted in field, sliiin manfully in arms, 
In right and service of their noble country : 
Give me a staff of honour for mine age. 
But not a sceptre to control the world : 
Upright he held it, lords, that lield it last. 

Mar. Titus, thou shalt obtain and ask the emper^ 

Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune, canst thou tell 

Tit. Patience, prince Saturnine. 

Sat. Romans, do me right ;— ^ 

Patricians, draw your swords, and sheath them not 
Till Saturninus be Rome's emperor : — 
Andronicus, 'would thou wert shipp'd to hell, 
Rather than rob me of the people's hearts. 

Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
The noble-minded Titus means to thee ! 

Tit. Content thee, prince ; I will restore to thee 
The people's liearts, and wean them from themselv 

Bas. Andronicus, I do not ftatter thee, 
But honour thee, and will do till I die ; 
My faction if thou strengthen with thy friends, 
I will most thankful be : and thanks, to men 
Of noble minds, is honourable meed. 

IH^ People of Rome, and people's tribunes here 
I asl^our voices, and your suffrages ; 
W^ill you bestow them friendly on Andronicus ? 

Trib. To gratify the good Andronicus, 
And gratulate his safe return to Rome, 
The people will accept whom he admits. 

Tit. Tribunes, I thank you : and this suit I make 

I r I T »jf^ r • — — ^ rT«--i^Mi^ 

[6] i. e. Do on this robe, put Hon. STE EVENS. 
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lat you create your emperor's eldest son, 
rd Satamine ; whose virtues will, I hope, 
:flect on Rome, as Titan's rays on earth, 
td ripen justice in this common-weal : 
len i£ you will elect by my advice, 
own him, and say,— Long live our emperor ! 
Mar, With voices and applause of every sort, 
tricians, and plebeians, We create 
»rd Saturninus, Rome's great emperor ; 
id say, — Long live our emperor Saturnine! [A longJlourish,r 
Sat, Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done 
us in our election this day, 
give thee thanks in part of thy deserts, 
nd will with deeds requite thy gentleness : 
nd, for an onset, Titus, to advance 
'hy name, and honourable family, 
avinia will I make my emperess, 
ome's royal mistress, mistress of nfliy heart, 
nd in the sacred Pantheon her espouse : 
ell me, Andronicus, doth this motion please thee ? 
THt, It doth, my noble lord ; and, in this match, 
hold me highly honour'd of your grace : 
od here, in sight of Rome, to Saturnine, — 
ing and commander of our common-weal,, 
he wide world's emperor, — do I consecrate 
y sword, my chariot, and my prisoners ;. 
resents well worthy Rome's imperial lord : 
eceive the];n then, the tribute that I owe, 
ine honour's ensigns humbled at thy feet. 
Sat, Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life ! 
ow proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts, 
ome shall record ; and, when I do forget 
he least of these unspeakable deserts, 
omans, forget your fealty to me. 
Tit. Now, madam, are you prisoner to an emperor; 

[To Tamora. 

him, that for your honour and your state, 

ill use you nobly, and your followers. 

Sat. A goodly lady, trust me ; of the hue 

hat I would choose, were I to choose anew. — 

lear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance ; 

hough chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer, 

hou com'st not to be made a scorn in Rome : 

rincely shall be thy usage every way: 
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Rest on my word, and let not discontent 
Daunt all your hopes ; madam, he comforts you, 
Can make you greater than the queen of Goths. — 
Lavinia, you are not displeasM %vith this ? 

Lav, Not I, my lord ; sith true nobility 
Warrants these words in princely courtesy. 

Sat, Thanks, sweet Lavinia. — Romans, let us go : 
Ransomeless here we set our prisoners free : 
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum. 

Bas, Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine. 

\Sei2tf^ Laviihj 

Tit, How, sir ? are you in earnest then, my lord? 

Bas, Ay, noble Titus ; and resolvM withal, 
To do myself this reason and this right. 

\The Emperor courts Tamora in dumb shm 

Mar, Suum cuique is our Roman justice : 
This prince in justice seizeth but his own. 

Luc. And that he will, and shall, if Lucius live. • 

Tit, Traitors, avaunt ! Where is the emperor's guard 
— Treason, my lord ; Lavinia is surprizM. 

Sat, Surpriz'd ! By whom ? 

Bas, By him that justly may 
Bear his betroth'd from all the world away. 

[Exe, Marcus and Bassianus, with Laviri. 

Mut, Brothers, help to convey her hence aWay, 
And with my sword I'll keep this door safe. 

[Exe, Lucius, Qijintus, and Martiu! 

Tit, Follow, my lord, and I'll soon bring her back. 

Mut, My lord, you pass not here. 

Tit, What, villain boy ! 
Barr'st me my way in Rome ? [Titus kilU MuTirs 

Mut, Help, Lucius, help ! 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc, My lord, you are unjust ; and, more than so. 
In wrongful quarrel you have slain your son. 

Tit, Nor thou, nor he, are any sons of mine : 
My sons would never so dishonour me : 
Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor. 

Luc, Dead, if yoji will ; but not to be his wife, 
That is another's lawful promis'd love. [Exit 

Sat. No, Titus, no ; the emperor needs her not, 
Not her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock : 
ril trust, by leisure, him that mocks me once ; 
Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons. 
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Confederates all thus to dishonour me. 

Was there none else in Rome to make a stale of, 

But SatuTttiiie ? Full well, Andronicus, 

Agree these deeds ¥^th that proud brag of thine. 

That saidst, I begg'd the empire at thy hands. 

Tit, O monstrous ! wiiat reproachful words are these ? 

Sat. But go thy ways ;.go, give that changing-piece^ 
To him that flourishM for her with his sword : 
A valiant soo-in-laW thou shalt enjoy ; 
One fit to bandy with thy lawless sons, 
To ru£9e in the commonwealth of Rome. 

Tit, These words are razors to my wounded heart. 

Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of Goths, — 
That, like the stately Phoebe 'mongst her nymphs, 
Dost overshine the gallant'st dames of Rome, — 
If thou be pleas'd with this my sudden choice, 
Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride, 
And will create thee emperess of Rome. 
Speak, queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my choice ? 
And here I swear by all the Roman gods, — 
Sith priest and holy water are so near. 
And tapers bum so bright, and every thing 
In readiness for Hymeneus stand, — 
I will not re-salute the streets of Rome, 
Or climb my palace, till from forth this place 
I lead espous'd my bride along with me. 

Tarn. And here, in sight of heaven, to R,ome I swear. 
If Saturnine advance the queen of Ooths, 
She will a handmaid be to his desires, 
A loving nurse, a mother to his youth. 

Sat, Ascend, fair queen. Pantheon : — Lords, accompany 
Your nobie emperor, and his lovely .bride, 
Sent by the heavens for prince Saturnine, 
Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered ; 
There shall we c6nsummate our spousal rites. 

[Exeunt Saturninus, and kik FoHower$ : Tamora, 

and her Sons ; Aaron a$id Goths. 

THt. I am not bid to wait upon this bride ; — 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone, 
Dishonour'd thus, and challenged of wrongs ? 

Re-enter Marcus, Lucius, Qjcjintus, and Martius. 

[7] Spoken of Lavinia. Fieco, was dien, as it is now, wed personalty as a word of 
■--^ JOHNSON. ' 
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Mar, O, Titus, see, O, see, what thon hast done I ^j 
In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son. 

Tit. No, fooUsh tribune, no ; no son of mine,—- 
Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed 
That bath dishonour'd all our family ; 
Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons ! 

Lmc. But let us give him burial, as becomes ; 
Give Mutius burial with our brethren. 

Tit. Traitors, away ! he rests not in this tomb. 
This monument five hundred years hath stood» 
Which I have sumptuously re-edified ; 
Here none but soldiers, and Rome's servitors. 
Repose in fame ; none basely slain in brawls : — 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. 

Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you : 
My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead •for him ; 
He must be buried with his brethren. 

QniTi. Mar. And shall, or him we will accompany. 

Tit. And shall ? What villain was it spoke that word ! 

Qmim. He that would vouch 't in any place but here. 

Tit. What, would you bury him in my despite ? 

Mar. No, noble Titus ; but entreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Tit. Marcus, even thou hast struck upon my crest. 
And, with these boys, mine honour thou hast wounded : 
My foes I do repute you every one ; 
So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

Mart. He is not with himself, let us withdraw. 

Qutn. Not T, till Mutius' bones be buried. 

[Marcus and the Sons of Titus kneel. 

Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead. 

Qtiin. Father, and in that name doth nature speak. 

Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the rest will speed. 

Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my soul, 

Luc. Dear father, soul and substance of us all. 

Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 
His noble nephew here in virtue's nest. 
That died in honour and Lavinia's cause. 
Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous. . 
The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax 
That slew himself ; and wise Laertes' son ' 
Did graciously plead for his funerals :* 

[8] This passage alone would sufficiently convince me, tluU the pkv before ot wim 
the work of one who was ccmTersant with the Greek tragedkt in tbnr origlml Imf 
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et not young Mutius then, that waa thy joy, 
e barr'd his entrance here. 

Tit, Rise, Marcus, rise : — • 

lie dismall'st day is this, that e'er I saw, 
b be dishonoured by my sons in Rome I — 
^ell, bury him, and bury me the next. 

[Mutius is put into the tomb, 

Lmc, There-lie thy bones, sweet Mutius,with thy friends, 
ill we with trophies do adorn thy tomb ! — 

AIL No man shed tears for noble Mutius ; 
e lives in fame that died in virtue's cause. 

Mar, My lord, — to step out of these dreary dumps, — 
iove comes it, that the subtle queen of Goths 
I of a sudden thus advanced* in Rome ? 

Tit, I know not, Marcus ; but, I know, it is ; 
Whether by device, or.no, the heavens can tell : 
> she not then beholden to the man 
hat brought her for this high good turn so far ? 
es, and will nobly him remunerate. 
lourisk. Re-enter, at one side, Saturninus, attended ; Ta- 

MORA, Chiron, Demetrius, and Aaron : At the other, 

Bassianus, Lavinia, and others. 

Sat. So, Bassianus, you have play'd your prize ; 
od give you joy, sir, of your gallant bride. 

Bas. And you of yours, my lord : 1 say no more, 
or wish no less ; and so I take my leave. 

Sa4. Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have power, 
'hou and thy faction shall repent this rape. 

£a^. Rape, call you it, my lord, to seize my own, 
[y true-betrothed love; and now my wife ? 
ut let the laws of Rome determine all ; 
[ean while I am possessed of thrit is mine. 

Sat. 'Tis good, sir : You are very short with us ; 
ut, if we live, we*ll be as sharp with you. 

Bas. My lord, what I have done, as best I may, 
nswer I must, and shall do with my life, 
nly thus much 1 give your grace .to know, 
y all the duties that I owe to Rome, 
'his noble gentleman, lord Titus here, 
i in opinion, and- in honour, wrong'd ; 
'hat, in the rescue of Lavinia, 

mge. We hare here a i^in allusion to the Ajax uf Sophocles, of which no trans- 
lion was extant in the tame of Shakespeare. In that piece Agamemnon consenttf 
last to allow Ajax the rites of sepnlture, and Ulpses is the pleader, whose wffL' 
ents prevail in GiTour of bis remuns. STEEVJSNjB. 
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With his own hand did slay his youngest son^ 
In zeal to yon, and highly mov'd to wrath 
To he contrord in that he frankly gave : 
Receive him then to faTOur, Saturnine ; 
That hath express'd himself, in all his deeds, 
A father, and a friend, to thee, and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my deeds ; 
'Tis thou, and those, that have dishonour'd me : 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my jadge, 
How I have lov'd and honour'd Saturnine ! 

Tam, My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in those princely eyes of thine, 
Then hear me speak indifferendy for all ; 
And at my suit, sweet, pardon what is past. 

iSa^ What ! madam ! be dishonour'd openly, 
And basely put it up without revenge ? 

Tam, Not so, my lord ; the gods of Rome fprefend, 
I should be author to dishonour you ! 
But, on mine honour, dare 1 undertake 
For good lord Titus' innocence in all. 
Whose fury, not dissembled, speaks his griefi : 
Then, at my suit, looks graciously on him ; 
Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose, 
Nor with sour looks afflict his gentle heart. — 
My lord, be rul'd by me, be won at last, 
Dissemble all your griefs and discontents : 
You are but newly planted in your throne ; 
Lest then the people, and patricians too, 
Upon a just survey, take Titus' part, 
And so supplant us for igratitude, 
(Which Rome reputes to be a heinous sin,) 
Yield at entreats, and then let me alone : 
rU find a day to massacre them all, 
And raze their faction, and their family, 
The cruel father, and his traitorous sons, 
To whom I sued for my dear son's life ; 
And make them know, what 'tis to let a queen 
fijieel in the streets, and beg for grace in vain. , 
— Come, come, sweet emperor, — come, Andronicus,- 
Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart 
That dies in tempest of thy angry frown. 

Sat. Rise, Titus, rise ; my empress hath preyail'd. 
Tit. I thank your majesty, and her, my lord : 
These words, these looks, infuse new lite in me. 
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Tam. Titus, I am' incorporate in Rome, 
A Roman now adopted happily, 
And must advise tiie emperor for his good. 
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus ; — 
And let it be mine honour, good my lord, 
That I have reconciled your friends and you. — 
For you, prince Bassianus, I have piissM 
Bfy word and promise to the emperor, 
That you will be more mild and tractable. — 
And fear not, lords, — and you, Lavinia ; — 
By my advice, aU humbled on your knees, 
YoQ shall ask pardon of his majesty. 

Lmc. We do ; and vow to heaven, and to his highness, 
That, what we did, was mildly, as we might, 
Tendering our sister's honour, and our own. 

Mar, That on mine honour here I do protest. 

iSo^. Away, and talk not ; trouble us no more. — 

Tam. Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we must all be friends : 
The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace ; 
I will not be denied. Sweet heart, look back. 

jSSat. Marcus, for thy sake, and thy brothers's here, 
And at my lovely Tamora's entreats, 
I do remit these young men's heinous faults. 
Stand up. 

Lavinia, though you lefl me hke a churl, 
I found a friend ; and sure as death I swore, 
I would not part a bachelor from the priest. 
Gome, if the emperor's court can feast two brides. 
You are my guest, Lavinia, and your friends : 
This day shall be a love-day, Taraora. 

Tit. To-morrow, an it please your majesty. 
To hunt the panther and the hart with me, 
With horn and hound, we'll give your grace hon-jour. 

Sat. Be it so, Titus, and gramercy too. [Exeunt. 



ACT II. 

SCENE L — 77i« same. Before the Palace. Enter Aaron. 

Aar. Now climbeth Tamora Olympus* top, 
Safe out of fortune's shot ; and sits alofl. 
Secure of thunder's crack, or lightning's flash ; 
Advanc'd above pale envy's threat'ning reach. 

le Vol. VIIL M t 
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As when the golden sun salutes the morn, 

And, haying gilt the ocean with bis beams, 

Gallops the zodiac in his glistering coach. 

And overlooks the highest-peering hills ; 

So Tamora. — 

Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait, 

And virtue stoops and trembles at her frown. 

Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thou^ts. 

To mount aloft with thy imperial mistress. 

And mount her pitch ; whom thou in triumplrloDg 

Hast prisoner held, fetterM in amorous chains ; 

And faster bound to Aaron's charming eyes, :• 

Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus. 

Away with slavish weeds, and idle thoughts ! 

I wiU be bright, and shine in pearl and gold, 

To wait upon this new-made emperess. 

To wait, said I ? to wanton with this queen, 

This goddess, this Semiramis ;— this queen. 

This syren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 

And see his shipwreck, and his commonweal's. 

Holla ! what storm is this ? 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius, braving, 

Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge, 
And manners, to intrude where I am grac'd ; 
And may, for aught thou know'st, affected be. 

Cki. Demetrius, thou dost over- ween in all ; 
And so in this to bear me down with braves. 
'Tis not the difference of a year, or two. 
Makes me less gracious, thee more fortunate : 
I am as able, and as fit, as thou ; 
To serve, and to deserve my mistress' grace ; 
And that my sword upon thee shall approve. 
And plead my passions for Lavinia's love. 

j9ar. Clubs, clubs !^ These lovers will not keep the 
peace. 

Dem, Why, boy, although our mother, unadvis'd 
Gave you a dancing-rapier by your side. 
Are you so desperate grown, to threat your friends ? 
Go to ; have your lath glued within your sheath, 
Till you know better how to handle it. 

Oii, Meanwhile, sir, with the little skill I have. 
Full well shalt thou perceive how much I dare. 

Dem, Ay, boy, grow ye so brave ? [They draw, 

£q Thb VM tlw mnloy tat asHHMe, wbea asj rittt bappeaad. STBXVUBv 
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Aar. Why, how now, lords ? 
So near the emperor's palace dare you draw,^ 
4nd maintain such a quarrel openly ? 
Pull well I wot the ground of all this gruci^e ; 
[ would not for a milUon of gold, 
The cause were known to them it most concerns : 
N^or would your nohle mother, for much more. 
Be so dishonoured in the court of Rome. 
Por shame, put up. 

Dem. Not I ; till I have sheath'd 
Ify rapier in his hosom, and, withal, 
Thrust these reproachful speeches down his throat, 
That he hath hreathM in my dishonour here. 

Chi, For that I am prepar'd and full resolv'd, — 
Poul-spoken coward ! that thunder'st with thy tongue, 
^d with thy weapon nothing dar'st perform. 

Aar, Away, I say. — 
^ow hy the gods, that warlike Goths adore, 
Phis petty hrabble will undo us all. — 
Vhy, lords, — and think you not how dangerous 
t is to jut upon a prince's right ? 
Vhat, is Laylnia then become so loose, 
>r Bassianus so degenerate, 
That for her love such quarrels may be broach'd, 
Vithout controlment, justice, or revenge ? 
Toung lords, beware ! — an should the empress know 
This discord's ground, the music would not please. 

Chi. I care not, I, knew she and all the world ; 
love Lavinia more than all the world. 

Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make some meaner choice, 
iayinia is thine elder brother's hope. 

Aar, Why, are ye mad ? or know ye not, in Rome 
low furious and impatient they be, 
Lnd cannot brook competitors in love ? 
tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths 
)j this devise. 

Chi, Aaron, a thousand deaths 
^ould I propose, to achieve her whom I love. 

Aar. To achieve her ! — How ? 

Dem, Why mak'st thou it so strange ? 
(he is a woman, therefore may be woo'd ; 
Ihe k a woman, therefore may be won ; 
Hie 18 Lavinia, therefore must be lov'd. 
UmI^ maa ! more water glideth by the miU 
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Than wots the miller of ; and easy it U 

Of a cut loaf to steal a shive, we know : 

Though Bassianus be the emperor's brother, |f 

Better than he have yet worn Vulcan's badge. ^ 

Aar, Ay, and as good as Saturninus may. [JUUk* ] 

Dem. Then why should he despair, that knows to 
court it 
With words, fair looks, and liberality ? 
What, hast thou not full oflen struck a doe. 
And home her cleanly by the keeper's nose ? 

Aar, Why then, it seems, some certain Anatch 9r so 
Would serve your turns. 

Chi, Ay, so the turn were serv'd, 

Dem, Aaron, thou hast hit it. 

Aar. 'Would you had hit it too ; ' 

Then should not we be tir'd with this ado. 
Why, hark ye, hark ye, — And are you such fools, 
To square for this ?* Would it offend you then 
That both should speed ? 

Chi, I 'faith, not me. 

Dem, Nor me. 
So I were one. 

Aar, For shame, be friends ; and join for that jou jar 
'Tis policy and stratagem must do 
That you affect ; and so must you resolve ; 
That what your cannot, as you would, achieye. 
You must perforce accomplish as you may. 
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaste 
Than this Lavinia, Bassianus' love. 
A speedier course than lingering banishment 
Must we pursue, and I have found the path. 
My lords, a solemn hunting is in hand ; 
There will the lovely Roman ladies troop : 
The forest walks are wide and spacious ; 
And many unfrequented plots th^re are. 
Fitted by kind* for rape and villany : 
Single you thither then this dainty doe. 
And stnke her home by force, if not by words : 
This way, or not at all, stand you in hope. 
Come, come, our empress, with her sacred wit, 
To villany and vengeance consecrate. 
Will we acquaint with all that we intend ; 

To Miuare~-to q vurreL BTEXVEVS. 

Tlnt1b,b7iu«^, wli2diiftlit9klairaiikMkff«f ibijwt. JOBIWOIT. 
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^nd she sbfill file our engines with advice,^ 
rhat will not suffer you to square jourseiyes, 
l^ut to your wishes' height advance you hoth.- 
The emperor's court is hke the house of fame, 
The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of^ars : 
The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and dull ; 
These speak, and strike, hrave hoys, and take your turns * 
There serre your lust, shadow'd from heaven's eye. 
And revel in Lavinia's treasury. 

C&t. Thy counsel, l^d, smells of no cowardice. 

Dem. Sit fas aut nefas^ till 1 find the stream 
To cool this heat, a charm to. calm these fits. 
Per Slyga, per manes vehor, [Exeunt. 

SCENE II/ 

A Forest near Rome, A Lodge seen at a distance. H^ms, 
and cry of Hounds. Enter Titus ANDaoNicus,.wt^ Hun- 
terSy fyc. Marcus, Lucius, Qjejintus, and Martius. 

Tit. The hunt is up, the fporn is hright and grey,' 
The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green : 
Uncouple here, and let us make a hay, 
And wake the emperor and his lovely hride, 
And rouse the prince ; and ring a hunter's peal, 
That all the court may echo with ,the noise.— 
Sons, let it he your charge, as it is ours. 
To tend the emperor's person carefully ; 
I have heen troubled in my sleep this night, 
But dawning day i^ew comfort hath inspir'd. 
Horns wind a peal : Enter Saturninus, Tamora, Bassia- 

Nus, Lavinia, Chiron, Demetrius, and Attendtuits. 

Tit. Many good morrows to your ms^esty ; — 
Madam, to you as many and as good ! — 
I promised your grace a hunter's peal. 

Sat. And you have rung it lustily, my lords, 
Somewhat too early for new-married ladi«8. 

Bas. Lavinia, how say you ? 

Lav. I say, no ; 
I have been broad awake two hours and more. 

[S] Remove aU impedimeiits from our designM by advice. The aDusUm is to tbe 
operataon of the file, which, by conferring imoothness, fadUtatM <^ m^ioii of »• 
wheels which compose an engine or frfece of machinery. STEEVElfB. 

[41 The division of this pk^ into acts, which was first made by the editors in 1038, 
ll improper. There is here an interval of action, and here the second act ought to 
tevebMiu. JOHNSON. . . ^ «.i^ 

[51 Brisht, and yet not f«d, which waa a ligB of storiM and nda, bat grty, wUtii 
fimMM Sir weather. WARBURTON. 
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Sai, Come on then, horse and chariots let os hare, 
And to our sport : — ^Madam, now shall je see 
Onr Roman hunting. [To Tamora. 

Afar. I have dogs, mj lord, 
Will rouse the proudest panther in the chase, 
And climb the highest promontory top. 

Tit. And I have horse will follow where the game 
Makes way, and run like swallows o'er the plain. 

Dem, Chiron, we hunt not, with horse nor hound, 
But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [ExewU 

SCENE III. 

A desert Part of the Forest. Enter Aaron, with a hag o 

gold. 

Aar. He, that had wit, would think that I had none, 
To bury so much gold under a tree, 
And never after to inherit it. 
Let him, that thinks of me so abjectly^ 
Know, that this gold must coin a stratagem ; 
Which, cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent piece of yiUany : 
And so repose, sweet gold, for their unrest,* 

[Hides ihe gM 
That have their ahns out of the empress' chest.' 

Enter Tamora. 

Tarn. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'st thou sad, 
When every thing doth make a gleeful boast ? 
The birds chaunt melody on every bush ; 
The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun ; 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 
And make a checquered shadow on the ground : 
Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit. 
And — ^whilst the babbling echo mocks the hounds ^ 
Replying shrilly to the well-tun'd horns. 
As if a double hunt were heard at once, — 
Let us sit down, and mark their yelling noise : 
And — after conflict, such as was supposed 
The wandering prince of Dido once enjoy 'd, 
When with a happy storm they were surpriz'd, 
And curtain'd with a counsel -keeping cave, — 
We may, each wreathed in the other's arms, 

CTfifMl, for dliqaiflt, U a word frequentty used hj the old writen. 8Tl!iEy. 



i@J 



TUt if obicure. It seems to mean oiriy, Oat they wba are t» flffiBt at tU 
' Ckt tmtnm an to luffer bj it. J0HK80N. 
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Our pastimes done, possess a golden slumber ; 
: Whiles hounds, and horns, and sweet melodious birds, 

Be unto us, as is a nurse's song 

Of lullaby,* to bring her babe asleep.^ 
Aar. Madam, though Venus govern your desires^ 

Saturn is dominator over mine :' 

What signifies my deadly-standing eye, 

Hy silence, and my cloudy melancholy ? 

My fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls. 

Even as an adder, when she doth unroll 

To do some fatal execution ? 

No, madam, these are no venereal signs ; 

Vengeance is in my heart, death in nty hand. 

Blood and revenge are hanmiering in my head. 

Hark, Tamora, — ^the empress of my soul. 

Which never hopes more heaven than rests in theei^— 

This is the day of doom for Bassianus ; 

His Philomel must lose her tongue to-day : 

Thy sons make pillage of her chastity. 

And wash their hands in Bassianus' blood. 
Seest thou this letter ? take it up I pray thee. 
And give the king this fatal-plotted scroll : — 
Now question me no more, we are espied ; 
Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty. 
Which dreads not yet their lives' destruction. 

' Tarn. Ah, my sHveet Moor, sweeter to me than life ! 
Aar, No more, great empress, Bassianus comes : 
Be cross with him ; and I'll go fetch thy sons 
To back thy quarrels, whatsoe'er they be. [Exit. 

Enter Bassianus and Lavinia. 
Bos. Who have we here ? Rome's royal emperess, 
Unfumish'd of her well-beseeming troop ? 
Or is it Dian, habited like her ; 
Who hath abandoned her holy groves, 

[01 Dr. Johiuon in his Dictionary, layS) * it is obsenrabie that nurses call sleep i>y 
ty : lullaby is therefore lull to sleep.' But to lull orig^inallj signified to «<ees. Ti 
atmpou to deep hy a pUating taund is a secondary sense retained after its prlmiliire 
import became obsolete. The Terbs to loll and lollop evidently spring ft«m the same 
root. And 6« meant A<m«e ; go to 6y, is go to house or cradle. The compliment at 
parting, good &y, is good hnue ; may vour house prosper ; and Sel&y, the arehblshop 
of YoHlIi palace, is great houu. So that lullaby implies literally utep in l^/ouu. L e. 
the cradle, WHlTS. 

[9] There is much poetical beauty in this speech of Tamora. It appears to me to 
be the only one in the play that is in the style of Shakespeare. llASON. 

[1] The meaning of this may be illustrated l^ the astronomical description of Sa- 
turn, by Qreene, 1585: ** The star of Saturn is especially cooling, and somewbaS 
AriCy" M. Again, in the Sea Voyaee, by Beaumont and Fletcher ; 

** the tuUen Saturn bad predominaoee 

At your sativiiy, a aaligMBt plaiiet !" COLLINS. 
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To see the general hunting in this forest ? 

Tarn. Saucy controller of our private steps ( 
Had I the power, that, some say, Dian had, 
Thy temples should be planted presently 
With horns, as was Acteon's ; and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new- transformed limbs, 
Unmannerly intruder as thou art ! 

Lav. Under your patience, gentle emperess, 
^Tis thought you have a goodly gifl in horning ; 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
Are singled forth to try experiments : 
Jove shield your husband from his hounds to-daj t 
'Tis pity, they should take him for a stag. 

Bos. Believe me, queen, your swarth Cimmerian* 
Doth make your honour of his body's hue, 
Spotted, detested, and abominable. 
Why are you sequestered from all your train ? 
Dismounted from your snow-white goodly 8teed> 
And wander'd hither to an obscure plot, 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor, 
If foul desire had not conducted you ? > 

Lav. And, being intercepted in your sporty ' 
Great reason that my noble lord be rated 
For sauciness. — ^I pray you, let us hence, 
And let her 'joy her raven-colour 'd love ; 
This valley fits the purpose passing well. 

Bas. The king, my brother, shall have note of this* 

Lav. Ay, for these slips have made him noted long : 
Ciood king ! to be so mightily abus'd ! 

Tarn. Why have 1 patience to endure all this ? 

Enter Chiron and Dembtrfos. 

Dem. How now, dear sovereign, and our gracious mother, 
Why doth your highness look so pale and wan ? 

Tarn. Have I not reason, think you, to look pale ? 
These two have 'tic'd me hither to this place, 
A barren detested vale, you see, it is : 
The trees, though sunmier, yet forlorn and lean, 
Overcome with moss, and baleful mistletoe. 
Here never shines the sun ; here nothing breeds, 
Unless the nightly owl, or fatal raven. 
And, when they show'd me this abhorred pit, 

[S]l Smmrth If bluk. The Moor it called Oimmtrian, from tte wMBitj vf UkckBMi 
t« (larkBCM. JOHNSON. 
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rhey told me, here, at dead time of the nij^ht, 

II thousand fiends, a thousand hissing snakes, 

Ten thousand swelling toads, as many urchins, 

GVould make such fearful and confused cries, 

ks any mortal hody, hearing it, 

Should straight fall mad, or else die suddenly/ 

N^o sooner had they told this hellish tale, 

But straight they told me, they would bind me here 

Unto the body of a dismal yew ; 

And leave me to this miserable death. 

And then they call'd me, foul adulteress, 

Lascivious Goth, and all the bitterest terms 

That ever ear did hear to such effect. 

And, had you not by wondrous fortune come, 

This vengeance on me had they executed : 

Revenge it, as you love your mother's life. 

Or be ye not henceforth call'd my children. 

Dem. This is a witness that I am thy son. [Stabs Bas. 

€%t. And this for me, struck home to show my strength. 

\Stabbing him likewise. 

Lav, Ay come, Semiramis, — nay, barbarous Tamora! 
For no name fits thy nature but thy own ! 

Jhm, Give me thy poniard ; you shall know, my boys, 
Your mother's hand shall right your mother's wrong. 

Dem, Stay, madam, here is more belongs to her ; 
First, thrash the corn, then after burn the straw : 
This minion stood upon her chastity. 
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, 
And with that painted hope braves your mightiness ;' 
And shall she carry this unto her grave ? 

Chi, An if she do, I would 1 were an eunuch. 
Drag hence her husband to some secret hole, 
And make his dead trunk pillow to our lust. 

Tam, But when you have the honey you desire, 
Let not this wasp outlive, us both to sting. 

Chi, I warrant you, madam ; we will make that sure.—- 
Come, mistress, now perforce we will enjoy 
Tnat nice-preserved honesty of yours. 

Lav. O Tamora ! thou bear'st a woman's face, — 

Tam. I will not hear her speak ; away with her. 

[4] This is said in fabulous physiology, of those that hear the groan of th» muh 
4rake tore up. JOHNSON. 

[S] Painud hope is only specious hope, or groimd of oonfidence more phmfitl* 

diui0oBd. Johnson. 
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Lav, Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a word. 

Dem. Listen, fair madam : Let it be your glory 
To see her tears ; but be your heart to them, 
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. 

Lav, When did the tiger's young ones teach the dam ■' 
O, do not leam her wrath ; she taught it thee : 
The milk, thou suck'st from her, did turn to marble ; 
Even at thy teat thou hadst thy tyranny. — 
Yet every mother breeds not sons alike ; 
Do thou entreat her show a woman pit}'. [To Chirox. 

Chi, What! wouldst thou have 'me prove myself a 
bastard ? 

Lav, 'Tis true ; the raven doth not hatch a lark : 
Yet I have heard, (O could I tind it now !) 
The lion mov'd with pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws par'd all awjiy. 
Some say that ravens foster forlorn children. 
The whilst their own birds famish in their nests : 
O, be to me, though thy hard heart say no. 
Nothing so kind, but something pitiful ! 

Tarn. I know not wtat it meims ; away with her. 

Lav, O, let me teach thee : for my father's sake, 
That gave thee life, when well he might have slain thee. 
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf cars. ' - 

Tarn, Had thou in person ne'er offended me, 
Even for his sake am 1 pitiless : — 
Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain, 
To save your brother from the sacrifice ; 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent : 
Therefore away with her, and use her as you will ; 
The worse to her, the better lov'd of me. 

Lav, O Tamora, be call'd a gentle queen. 
And with thine own hands kill me in this place : 
For 'tis not life, that I have begg'd so long ; 
Poor I was slain, when Bassianus died. 

TcMi. What begg'st thou then ? fond woman^ let me go. 

Lav. 'Tis present death 1 bpg ; and one thing more. 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell : 
O, keep me from their worse than kilfing lust, 
And tumble me into some loathsome pit ; 
Where never man's eye may behold my body : 
Do this, and be a charitable murderer. 

Tarn. So should I rob my sweiet sons of their fee : 
No, let them satisfy their lust on thee, 
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Z>em. Away, for thou hast staid us here too long. 

Dav. No grace ? no womanhood ? Ah, heastly creature \ 
The hlot and enemy to our general name 1 
Confusion fal l 

Cki, Nay, then I'll stop your mouth : — Bring thou her 

hushand ; [Dragging cff Lavinia. 

This is the hole where Aaron hid us hide him. [Extwni. 

Tarn. Farewell, my sons : see, that you make her sure : 
Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed, 
Till all the Andronici be made away. 
Now will 1 hence to seek my lovely Moor, 
And let my spleenful sons this trull deflour, [Exit, 

SCENE IV. 
The iame. Enter Aaron, with Quintus and Martivs. 

Aar. Come on, my lords ; the better foot before : 
Straight will I bring you to the loathsome pit. 
Where I espy'd the panther fast asleep. 

Quin. My sight is very dull, whatever it bodes. 

Mart. And mine, I promise you ; wer't not for shame, 
Well could I leave our sport to sleep a while. 

[Maktivs falls into the pit, 

Quin. What art thou fallen ? What subtle hole is this, 
Whose mouth is cover'd with rude-growing briars ; 
Upon whose leaves are drops of new-shed blood, 
As fresh as morning's dew distill'd on flowers ? 
A very fatal place it seems to me : — 
Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the fall ? 

Mart. O, brother, with the dismallest object 
That ever eye, with sight, made heart lament. 

Aar. [Asi.] Now will I fetch the king to find them here ; 
That he thereby may give a likely guess, 
How these were they that made away his brother. [Exit. 

Mart. Why dost hot comfort me, and help me out 
From this unhallow'd and blood-stained hole ? 

Quin. I am surprized with an uncouth fear : 
A chilhng sweat o'er-runs my treinbUng joints ; 
My heart suspects more than mine eye can see. 

Mart. To prove thou hast a true-divining heart, 
Aaron and thou look down into this den, 
And see a fearful sight of blood and death. 

'Quin. Aaron is gone ; and my compassionate heart 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
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The thing whereat it trembles by surmise : 
O, tell me how it is ; for ne'er till now 
Was I a child, to fear I know not what. 

Mart, Lord Bassianus lies imbrued here. 
All on a heap, like to a slaughter'd lamb, 
In this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit 

Qtftn. If it be dark, how dost thou know 'tis he ? 

Mart Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole,^ 
Which, like a taper in some monument, 
Doth shine upon the dead man^s earthy cheeks, 
And shows the ragged entrails of this pit : 
So pale did shine the moon on Pyramus, 
When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood. 

brother, help me with thy fainting hand, — 
If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath, — ! 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle. 

As hateful as Cocytus' misty mouth. 

Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out : 
Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good, 

1 maybe pluck'd into the swallowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Basaianus' grave. 

I have no strength to pluck thee to the brink .. 

Mart, Nor I no strength ^o climb without thy help. 

Qm'n. Thy hand once more ; I will not loose again, 
Till thou art here aloil, or I below : 
Thou canst not come to me, I come to thee. [FalU in. 

Enter Saturninus and Aaron. 

Sat. Along with me : — I'll see what hole is here. 
And what he is, that now is leap'd into it. 
Say, who art thou, that lately didst descend 
Into this gaping hollow of. the earth ? 

Mart, The unhappy son of old Andronicus ; 
Brought hither in a most unlucky hour. 
To find thy brother Bassianus dead. 

Sat, My brother dead ? I know, thou dost but jest : 
He and his lady both are at the lodge. 
Upon the north side of this pleasant chace ; 
'Tis not an hour since I lefl him there. 

Mart. We know not where you lefl him all alive. 
But, out alas ! here have we found him dead. 



[6] Tli«^ fa ■upppted to be a gem called « carbuncle, td>tdi«miUaotr « fli ft tii but 
natiTcDgbt Mr. Bojle belietes the reality of its existence^ JOBJXBOJX, 
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Enter Tamo&a, with Attendants ; Titus Andronicus, mtd 

Lucius. 

Tam. Where is my lord the king ? 

Sat, Here, Tamora ; though griev'd with killing grief. 

Tarn, .Where is thy brother Bassianus ? 

Sat, Now to the bottom dost thou search my wound ; 
Poor Bassianus here Ues murdered. 

Tarn, Then all too late I bring this fatal writ, 
The complot of this timeless tragedy : [Giving a Utter, 
And wonder greatly, that man's face can fold 
In pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny. 

Sat. [reads.] An if we miss to meet him handsomely^ — 
Sweet huntsman^ Bassianus *tis, we mean^ — 
Do thou so vwch as dig. the grave for him ; 
Thou kruyaoUt our meanir^ : Look for thy reward ' 
Among the nettles at the elder-tree^ 

Which overshadef the mouth of that same pit, ^ 

Where r»e decreed to bury Bassianus, 
Do this, and purchase us ^y lasting friends, 
— O, Tamora ! was ever heard the hke ? . 
This is the pit, and this the elder-tree : • 

Look,.. sirs, if you can find the huntsman jout, 
That should have murder 'd Bassianus here. 

Aar, My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold. 

[Showing it. 

Sat, Two of thy whelps, fell curs of bloody kind. 
Have here bereft my brother of his life : [To Titus. 
— Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prison ; 
There let them 'bide, until- we have devis'd 
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 

Tarn, What, are they in this pit ? O wondrous thing ! 
How easily murder is discovered ! 

T\t, High emperor, upon my feeble knee 
I beg this booh, with tears not lightly shed. 
That this fell fault of my accursed sons. 
Accursed, if the fault be prov'd in them, — 

Sat, If it be prov'd ! you see, it is apparent. — 
Who found this letter ? Tamora, was it you ? 

Tarn, Andronicus himself did take it up. 

THt, I did, my lord : yet let me be their bail : 
For by my father's reverend tomb, I vow. 
They shall be ready at your highness' will, 
To answer their suspicion with their lives. 

Sat, Thou shalt not bail them ; see, thou follow me. 
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Some bring the murderM body, some the murderers : 
Let them not speak a word, die guilt is plain ; 
For, by my soul, were there worse end thap deaths 
That end upon them should be executed. 

Tarn, Andronicus, I will entreat the king ; 
Fear not thy sons, they shaU do well enough. 

Tit, Come, Lucius, come ; stay not to talk with them. 

[ExtwU severcUly. 
SCENE V. 

77U same. Enter Drmetrivs and Chiron, isnth Lavinu, 
ravished ; her hands cut o^, and her tongue cut out, 

Dem. So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can speak, 
Who 'twas that cut thy tongue, and rayish'd thee. 

Chi, Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning so ; 
And, if thy stumps will let thee,- play the scribe. 

Dem, See, bow with signs and tokens she can scowl. 

Chi, Go home, call for sweet water, wash thy hands. 

Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wash ; 
And so let's leave her to her siTent walks. 

Chi. An 'twere my case, I should go hang myself. 

Dem. If thou hadst hands to help thee knit the cord. 

[Exe, Dem. and Chi. 
Enter Marcus. 

Mar. Who's this, — my niece, tha^ flies away so fast ? 
Cousin, a word ; Where is your husband ? — 
If I do dream, 'would all my wealth would wake me !' 
If I do wake, some planet strike me down. 
That I may slumber in eternal sleep ! — 
Speak, gentle niece, what stern ungentle hands 
Have lopp'd, and hew'd, and made thy body bare 
Of her two branches ? those sweet ornaments. 
Whose circling shadows kings have sought to sleep in ; 
And might not gain so great a happiness, 
As half thy love ? Why dost not speak to me ? 
Alas, a crimson river of warm blood. 
Like to a bubbhng fountain stirr'd with wind, 
Doth rise and fall between thy rosed lips, 
Coming and going with thy honey breath. 
But, sure, some Tereus hath defloured thee ; 
And, lest thou shou'dst detect him, cut thy tongue^ 
Ah, now thou tum'st away thy face for shame ! 

SIf this be a dream, I would give ail my posfenions to ht delivered from it by 
ng. JOHNSON. 

[8] Tereuc liavinff ravished Philomela, his wife^ sitter, cot out her tODne to pre* 
vent a discovery. MALONE. ^ 
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And, notwithstanding all this loss of hlood, — 

As from a conduit with three issuing spouts, — 

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan's face, 

Blushing to be encounter'd with a cloud. 

Shall I speak for thee ? shall i say, 'tis so ? 

O, that I knew thy heart ; and knew the beast. 

That I might rail at hiin to ease my mind ! 

Sorrow conceal-d,' like an oven stopp'd, 

Doth bum the heart to cinders where it is. 

Fair Philomela, she but lost her tongue, 

And in a tedioif]!^ sampler sew'd her mind : 

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee ; 

A craftier Tereus hast thou met withal, 

And he hath cut tliose pretty fingers off. 

That could have better sew'd than Philomel. 

O, had the monster seen those lily hands 

Tremble, like, aspen leaves, upon a lute. 

And make the silken strings delight to kiss them ; 

He would not then have touch'd them for his life : 

Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony. 

Which that sweet tongue hath made. 

He would have dropp'd his knife, and fell asleep. 

As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's feet.® 

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind : 

For such a sight will blind a fither's eye : 

One hour's storm will drown the fragrant meads ; 

What will whole months of tears thy father's f yes ? 

Do not draw back, for we will mourn with theo : 

O, could our mourning ease thy misery ! [Exeunt 



ACT III. 

SCENE!. — Rome, A Street, Enter Seiiatqrs, Tribunes, 
and Officers of Justice, with Martius and Quintus, 
bound, passing on to the Place of Execution ; Titus go- 
ing before, pleading. 

Tit, Hear me, grave fathers ! noble tribunes, stay ! 
For pity of mine age, whose youth was spent 
In dangerous wars, whilst you securely slept ; 
For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel shed ; 
For all the frosty nights that I have watch'd ; 
And for these bitter tears, which you now see 

[9] OrpUeus. STEkVeNS] — -* 
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Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks ; 
Be pitiful to my condemned sons, 
Whose souls aire not corrupted as 'tis thought ! 
For two and twenty sons I never wept, 
Because they died in honour's lofly bed. 
For these, these tribunes, in the dust 1 write 

[Tkroimng himself on the ground. 
My heart's deep languor, and my soul's sad tears. 
Let my tears stanch the earth's dry appetite ; 
My sons' sweet blood will make it shame and blush. 

[£x«. Senators, Tribunes, 4*c. with the Prisoners, 
O, earth, I will befriend thee more with rain. 
That shall distil from these two ancient urns, 
Than youthful April shall with all his showers : 
In summer's drought, I'll drop upon thee still ; 
In winter, with warm tears I'll melt the snow. 
And keep eternal spring-time on thy face. 
So thou refuse to drink my dear sons' blood. 

Enter Lucius, with his sword dravon. 

O, reverend tribunes ! gentle aged men ! 
Unbind my sons, reverse the doom of death ; 
And let me say, that never wept before, 
My tears are now prevailing orators. 

Lmc, O, noble father, you lament in vain ; 
The tribunes hear you not, no man is by, 
And you recount your sorrows to a stone. 

7Vt. Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead : 
— Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you. 

Luc, My gracious lord, no tribune hears you speak 

Tit, Why, 'tis no matter, man : if they did hear, 
They would not mark me ; or, if they did mark, 
All bootless to them, they'd not pity me. 
Therefore I tell my sorrows to the stones ; 
Who, though they cannot answer my distress, 
Yet in some sort they're better than the tribunes. 
For that they will not intercept my tale ; 
When I do weep, they humbly at my feet 
Receive my tears, and seem to weep with me ; 
And, were tliey but attired in grave weeds, 
Rome could afford no tribune like to these. 
A stone is soft as wax, tribunes more hard than stones ; 
A stone is silent, and offendeth not ; 
And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death. 
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Ba€ wherefore stand'et thou with thy weapon drawn ? 

Luc. To rescue my. two brothers from their death : 
For which attempt, the judges have pronouuc'd 
Bf J everlasting doom of banishment. 

l\t. O happy man ! they have befriended thee. 
Wliy, foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive, 
That Rome is but a wilderness of Tigers ? 
Tigers must prey ; and Rome affords no prey, 
But me and mine : How happy art thou then, 
From these derourers to be banished ? 
But who comes with our brother Marcus here ? 

Enter Marcus and Lavinia. 

Mar. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep ; 
Or, if not so, thy noble heart to break ; 
I bring consuming sorrow to thine age. 

Tit, Will it consume me ? let me see it then. 

Mar. This was thy daughter. 

Tit. Why, Marcus, so she is. 

Luc. Ah me ! this object kills me ! 

Tit. Faint-hearted boy, arise, and look upon her :•— 
Speak, my Lavinia, what accursed hand 
Hath made thee handless in thy father's sight ?^ 
What fool hath added water to the sea ? 
Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy ? 
My grief was at the height before thou cam'st, 

And now, like Nilus, it disdaineth bounds. 

Give me a sword, I'll chop off my hands too ; 
For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain ; 
And they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding life ; 
In bootless prayer have they been held up. 
And they have serv'd me to effectless use : 
Now, all the service I require of them 
Is, that the one will help to cut the other. — 
'Tis well, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands ; 
For hands, to do Rome service, are but vain. 

Luc. Speak, gentle sister, who hath martyr'd thee ? 

Mar. O, that dehghtful engine of her thoughts. 
That blab'd them with such pleasing eloquence. 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage ; 
Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung 
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear ! 

[1] We should re«l, spite. WARBURTOir. 

19 Vol. VIII. N 
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Luc. O, lay thou for her, who hath doae this deed' 

Mar. O, thus I found her, straying in the park, 
Seeking to hide herself; as doth the deer, 
That hath received some unrecuring wound. 

Tit, It was my deer ;* and he, that wounded her, 
Hath hurt me more, than had he kill'd me dead : 
For now I stand as one upon a rock, 
Enyiron'd with a wilderness of sea ; 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave, 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Will in his brinish bowels swallow him. 
This way to death my wretched sons are gone ; 
Here stands my other son, a banish'd man ; 
And here my brother, weeping at my woes ; 
But that, which gives my soul the greatest spurn, 
Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my soul. — 
Had I but seen thy picture in this plight. 
It would have madded me ; What shall I do 
Now I behold thy lovely body so ? 
Thou hast no hands, to wipe away thy tears ; 
Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyr'd thee : 
Thy husband he is dead ; and, for his death. 
Thy brothers are condemn'd, and dead by this : — 
Look, Marcus ! ah, son Lucius, look on her ! 
When I did name her brothers, then fresh tears 
Stood on her cheeks ; as doth the honey dew 
Upon a gather 'd lily almost wither'd. 

Mar. Perchance, she weeps because they kiir< 
husband ; 
Perchance, because she knows them innocent. 

Tit, If they did kill thy husband, then be joyful. 
Because the law hath ta'en revenge on them. — 
No, no, they would not do so foul a deed ; 
Witness the sorrow, that their sister makes. — 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kiss thy hps ; 
Or make some sign how I may do thee ease : 
Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 
And thou, and I, sit round about some fountain { 
Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks 
How they are stain'd ; like meadows, yet not dry 
With miry slime left on them by a flood ? 
And in the fountain shall we gaze so long, 

[S] The 1^ mom ittr aod dun- has been and Inr Waller, ifiho calls a Im 
die, ^Tbe pale lliia Md mj lovely iter, JOHNSON. 
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in the firesh taste be taken from that clearness, 

^ made a brine-pit with our bitter tears ? 

^ shall we cut away our hands, like thine ? 

^t shall we bite our tongues^ and in dumb shows 

^ ass the remainder of our hateful days ? 

^hat shall we do ? let us, that have our tongues, 

Plot some device of further misery, 

To make us wonderM at in time to come. 

Luc, Sweet father, cease your tears ; for, at your grief, 
see, how my wretched sister sobs and weeps. 

Mar. Patience, dear niece : — ^good Titus, dry thine eyes. 

Tit, Ah, Marcus, Marcus ! brother, well I wot, , 
Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine, 
^or thou, poor man, has drown'd it with thine own. 

Iaic, Ah, my Lavinia, 1 will wipe thy cheeks. 

Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark ! I understand her signs : 
lad she a tongue to speak, now would she say 
?hat to her brother which 1 said to thee ; 
iis napkin, with his true tears all be wet, 
/an. do no service on her sorrowful cheeks. 
), what a sympathy of woe is this ? 
Ls far from help as hmbo is from bliss !^ 

Enter Aaron. 

Aar, Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor 
lends thee this word, — ^That, if thou love thy sons, 
jet Marcus, Lucius, or thyself old Titus, 
)r any one of you, chop oflf your hand, 
Lnd send it to the king : he for the same, 
Vill send thee hither both thy sons alive ; 
ind that shall be the ransome for their fault. 

Tit. O, gracious emperor ! O gentle Aaron ! 
!)id ever raven sing so like a lark, 
That gives sweet tidings of the sun's uprise ? 
Vith all my heart, I'll send the emperor 
ily hand ; 
lood Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it oflf ? 

Luc. Stay, father ; for that noble hand of thine, 
That hath thrown down so many enemies, 
Jhall not be sent : my hand will serve the turn : 
tfy youth can better spare my blood than you ; 

fS] The LMhu sctfrum, as it was called, is a place that the schoolmen sumnted to 
e in the neirhbourhood of bell, where the souls of the patriarchs were detained, 
nd those good men who died before our Saviour's resunectlon. Milton gives the 
ame of EMo to his paradise of fools. REED. 
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And therefore mine shall save my brothers' lires. 

Mar, Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And reared alofl the bloody battle-axe, 
Writing destruction on the enemy's castle ? 
O, none of both but are of high desert : 
My hand hath been but idle ; let it serve 
To ransoroe my two nephews from their death ; 
Then haye I kept it to a worthy end. 

Aar, Nay, come a£;ree, whose hand shall go along, 
For fear they die before their pardon come. 

Mar, M.y h,«id shall go. 

Imc, By heaven, it shall not go. 

Tit, Sirs, strive no more ; such wither'd herbs as these 
Are meet for pbicking up, and therefore mine. 

Z/t*c. Sweet father, if I shall be thought thy son, 
Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 

Mar. And, for our father's sake, and mother's care. 
Now let me show a brother's love to thee. 

Tit, Agree between you ; 1 will spare my hand. 

Luc, Then I'll go fetch an axe. 

Mar, But I will use the axe. [Exe, Luc. and Mar. 

Tit. Come hither, Aaron ; I'll dccive them both ; 
Lend me thy hand, and 1 will give thee mine. 

Aar, If that be call'd deceit, I will be honest, 
And never, whilst I live, deceive men so : — 
But I'll deceive you in another sort, 
And that you'll say, ere half an hour can pass. \.hidt. 

[He cuts o^ Titus's hand. 

Enter Lucius and Marcus. 

Tit, Now, stay your strife ; what shall be, is des- 
patch'd. — 
Good Aaron, give his majesty my hand : 
Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thousand dangers, bid him bury it ; 
More hath it merited, that let it have. 
As for my sons, say, I account of them 
As jewels purchas'd at an easy price ; 
And yet dear too, because I bought mine own 

Aar. I go, Andronicus : and for thy handy 
Look by and by to have thy sons with thee :— 
Their heads, I mean. — O, how this villany \Ande. 

Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it ! 
Let fools do good, and fiur men call for grace, 
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Aaron will have his soul black like bis fiice. [EaU, 

THt. O, here I lifl this one hand up to heaven » 
And bow this feeble ruin te the earth : 
If any power pities wretched tears, 
To that I call : — What, wilt thou kneel with me ? [To Lav. 
Do then, dear heart ; for heaven shall hear our prayers ; 
Or with our sighs we'll breathe the welkin dim, 
And stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds, 
When they do hug him in their melting bosoms. 

Mar. O ! brother, speak with possibilities, 
And do not break into these deep extremes. 

Tit. Is not my sorrow deep, having no bottom ? 
Then be my passions bottomless with them. 

Mar. But yet let reason govern thy lament. 

Tit. If there were reason for these miseries, 
Then into limits could I bind my woes : 
Wlien heaven doth weep, doth not the earth o'erflow ? 
If the winds rage, doth not the sea w>ix mad, 
Threat'ning the welkin with his big-swol'n face ? 
And wilt thou have a reason for this coil ? 
I am the sea ; hark, how her sighs do blow ! 
She is the weeping welkin, I the earth : 
Then must my sea be moved with her sighs ; 
Then must my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overflow'd and drown'd : 
For why ? my bowels cannot hide her woes, 
Bat like a drunkard must I vomit them. 
Then give me leave ; for losers will have leave 
To ease their stomachs with their bitter tongues. 

Enter a Messenger, with two Heads and a Hand. 

Mes. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid 
For that good hand thou sent'st the emperor. 
Here are the heads of thy two noble sons ; 
And here's thy hand, in scorn to thee sent back ; 
Thy griefs their sports, thy resolution mock'd ; 
That woe is me to think upon thy woes. 
More than remembrance of my father's death. [Eadt. 

Mar. Now let hot ^tna cool in Sicily, 
And be my heart an ever-burning hell ! 
These miseries are more than may be borne ! 
To weep with them that weep doth ease some deal. 
But sorrow flouted at his double death. 

Luc. Ah, that this sight should make so deep a wound, 
And yet detested life not shrink thereat ! 
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That erer death should let life bear his name. 
Where life hath no more interest but to breaUie ! 

[Lavinia kisses km 

Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kiss is comfortless. 
As frozen water to a starred snake. 

Tit. When will this fearful slumber have an end ? 

Mar. Now, farewell, flattery : Die, Andronicus ; 
Thou dost not slumber : see, thy two sons' heads, 
Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter here ; 
Thy other banish'd son, with this dear si^t 
Struck pale and bloodless ; and thy brother, T, 
£yen like a stony image, cold and numb. 
Ah ! now no more will 1 control thy griefi : 
Rend off thy silver hair, thy other hand • 

Gnawing with thy teeth ; and be this dismal sight 
The closing up of our most wretched eyes ! 
Now is a time to storm ; why art thou still ? 

Tit. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mar. Why dost though laugh ? it fits not with this how. 

Tit. Why, I have not another tear to shed : 
Besides, this sorrow is an enemy, 
And would usurp upon my watery eyes. 
And make them blind with tributary tears ; 
Then which way shall I find revenge's cave ? 
For these two heads do seem to speak to me ; 
And threat me, I shall never come to bhss, 
Till all these mischiefs be return'd again. 
Even in their throats that have committed them. 
Come, let me see what task I have to do. — 
You heavy people, circle me about ; 
That I may turn me to each one of you, 
And swear unto my soul to right your wrongs. 
The vow is made. — Come, brother, take a head ; 
And in this hand the other will I bear : 
— Lavinia, thou sbalt be employed in these things ; 
Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy teeth. 
—As for thee, boy, go, get thee from my sight ; 
Thou art an exile, and thou must not stay : 
Hie to the Goths, and raise an army there : 
And, if you love me, as I think you do, 
Let's kiss and part, for we have much to do. 

[Exeunt Titus, Marcus, and Latinia. 
Luc. Farewell, Andronicus, my noble fiidber ; 
Thou woeful'st man that cyer Jiv'd ift Rome ! 
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Farewell, proud Rome ! till Lucius come again, 

He leaves his pledges dearer than his life. 

FareweU, Layima, my noble sister ; 

Oy 'would thou wert as thou 'tofore hast been ! 

But now nor Lucius, nor LaWnia liyes, 

But in oblivion, and hateful grie&. 

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs ; 
.^ And make proud Satuminus and his empress 

Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his queen. 

Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power, 
. To be rev.eng'd on Rome and Saturnine. [Exit. 

SCENE II. 

A Room in Titus's House. A Banquet set out. Enter Ti- 
^ Tus, Marcus, Lavinia, and young Lucius, a Boy. 

Tit. So, so ; now sit : and look, you eat no more 
Than will preserve just so much strength in nus 
As will revenge these bitter woes of ours. 
Marcus, unknit that sorrow-wreathen knot ; 
Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands 
And cannot passionate our tenfold grief 
With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 
Is left to tyrannize upon my breast ; 
And when my heart, all mad with misery. 
Beats in this .hollow prison of my flesh, 
Then thus I thump it down. — 

Thou map of woe, that thus dost talk in signs 1 [To Lav. 
When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating. 
Thou canst not strike it thus to make it still. 
Wound it with sighing, girl, kill it with groans ; 
Or get some httle knife between thy teeth, 
And just against thy heart make thou a hole ; 
That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall, 
May run into that sink, and soaking in. 
Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears. 

Mar. Fye, brother, fye ! teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

Tit. How now ! has sorrow made thee dote already ? 
Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but I. 
What violent hands can she lay on her life ! 
Ah, wherefore dost thou urge the name of hands ; — 
To bid £neas tell the tale twice o'er, 
How Troy was burnt, and he made nuserable ? 
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O, handle not the theme, to talk of hands ; 

Lest we remember still, that we have none.— 

Fje, fye, how frantickly I square my talk ! 

As if we should forget we had no hands, 

If Marcus did not name the word of hands t — 

Come, let's fall to ; and, gentle girl, eat this : — 

Here is no drink ! Hark, Marcus, what she says ; — 

1 can interpre all her martyr'd signs ; — 

She says, she drinks no other drink but tears, 

Brew'd with her sorrows, mesh'd upon her cheeks :•-* 

Speechless complainer, I will learn thy thought ; 

In thy dumb acdoD will I be as perfect. 

As begging hermits in their holy prayers : 

Thou shalt not sigh, nor hold thy stumps to heaven,' 

Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign, 

But I, of these, will wrest an alphabet. 

And, by still practice, learn to know thy meaning/ 

Boy, Good grandsire, leave these bitter deep laments : 
Make my aunt merry with some pleasing tale. 

Jlfar. Alas, the tender boy, in passion mov'd. 
Doth weep to see his grandsire's heaviness. 

Tit Peace, tender sapHng ; thou art made of tears, 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away. — 

[Marcus strikes the dish with a knife. 
What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy knife ? 

Mar. At that that I have kill'd, my lord ; a fly. 

Tit, Out on thee, murderer ! thou kill'st my heart ; 
Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny : 
A deed of death, done on the innocent, f 
Becomes not Titus' brother : Get thee gone ; 
I see, thou art not for my company. 

Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly. 

Tit, But how, if that fly had a father and mother ? 
How would he hang his slender gilded wings. 
And buzz lamenting doings in the air ? 
Poor harmless fly! 
That with his pretty buzzing melody, 
Came here to make us merry ; and thou hast kill'd him. 

Mar. Pardon me, sir ; 'twas a black iU-fitvour'd fly, 
Like to the empress' Moor ; therefore I kill'd him. 

Tit. O, O, O, 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 
For thou hast done a charitable dted. 

N f 4] By constaiic or oontlottal praiot& JOHNBOIT. 
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Give me thy knife, I will insult on him ; 
Flattering myself, as if it were the Moor, 
Come hither purposely to poison me«— - 
There's for thyself, a&d that's for Tamonu— « 
Ah, sirrah! — 

Yet I do think we are not brought so low, 
But that, between us, we can kill a fly. 
That comes in likeness of a coal-black Moor. 

Mar, Alas, poor man ! grief has so wrought on him^ 
He takes false shadows for true substances. 

Tit, Come, take away; — Layinia, go with me : 
ril to thy closet ; and go read witk&ee 
Sad stories, chanced in the times of old. — 
Come, boy, and go with me ; thy sight is young, 
And thou shalt read, when mine begins to dazzle. 

^^^^ [Exeumt, 

ACT IV. 

SCENE \.—Tht same. Before Titus's H<nm. EMer 
Titus and Marcus. Then mter young Lucivs, Lati« 
NiA running after him. 

Boy, Help, grandsire, help ! my aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where,. I know not why : — 
Good uncle Marcus, see how swift she comes I— • 
Alas, sweet aunt, I knojv not what you mean. 

Mar, Stand by me, Lucius ; do not fear thine aunt. 

Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm. 

Boy, Ay, when my father was in Rome, she did. 

Mar, What means my niece Lavinia by these signs ? 

Tit, Fear her not, Lucius : Somewhat doth she me^n : 
See, Lucius, see, how much she makes of thee : 
Somewhither would she have thee go with her. 
Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her sons, than she hath read to thee, 
Sweet poetry, and TuUy's Orator. 
Canst thou not guess wherefore she plies thee thus ? 

Boy, My lord, I know not, I, nor can 1 guess. 
Unless some fit or frenzy do possess her : 
For I have heard my grandsire say full ofl. 
Extremity of griefs would make men mad ; 
And I have read that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through sorrow : That made me to fear ;: 
Although, my lord, I. know, my noble aunt. 
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LoFei me as dear as e'er my mother did, 
And would not, but in fury, frig)»t my youdi: 
Which atde me down to tlurow my books, and fly ; 
Causeless, perhaps : — ^But pardon me, sweet aunt s 
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 
I will most willingly attend your ladyship. 

Mar, Lucius, I will. [Lavinia turns over the booh 

which Lucius hou letfaU. 

TU. How now, Lavinia ? — Marcus, what means this ? 
Some book there is that she desires to see : — 
Which is it, giri, of these ? — Open them, boy. — 
But thou art deeper read, and better skillM ; 
Come, and take choice of all my library, 
And so beguile thy sorrow, till the heavens 
Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed. — 
Why lifts she up her arms in sequence thus ? 

Mar. I think, she means, that there was more than one 
Confederate in the £ict ; — ^Ay, more there was : — 
Or else to heaven she heaves them for revenge. 

Tit Lucius, what book is that she tosseth so ? 

Boy. Graodsire, 'tis Ovid's Metamorphosis : 
My mother gave't me. 

Mar. For love of her that's gone, 
Perhaps she cuU'd it from among the rest. 

Tii. Soft ! see, how busily she turns the leaves ! 
Help her : 

What would she find ? — ^Lavinia, shall I read ? 
TUs is the tn^c tale of Philomel, 
And treats of Tereus' treason, and bis rape ; 
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 

Mar, See, brother, see ; note, how she quotes the leaves. - 

TU. Lavinia, wert thou thus surpriz'd, sweet girl, 
Ravish'd, and wroi^dy as Philomela was, 
Forc'd in the ruthliess, vast, and gloomy woods ? — 
See, see ! 

At, such a place there is, where we did hunt, 
(O, had we never, never, hunted there !) 
rattern'd by that the poet here describes, 
By nature made for murders, and for rapes. 

Mar. O, why shouM nature build so foul a den, 
Unless the gods deli|^t in tragedies ! 

-■ : 1- 

(1] T« vmi it 10 observe. STEEVENS. 
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Tit. Give signs, sweet girl, — for here are none W 
friends, — 
What Roman lord it was durst do the deed r 
Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst. 
That left the camp to sin in Lucrece' bed ? 

Mar, Sit down, sweet niece ; — ^brother, sit down by me. 
— ^Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 
Inspire me, ^t I may this treason iiDd ! — 
My lord, look here ; — ^Look here, Lavima : 
This sandy plot is plain ; guide, if thou canst, 
This after me, when I hare writ my name 
Without the help of any hand at all. 

[Ht writes his name with his Staffs and guides ft 
with his Feet and MwUh, 
CursM be that heart, that fbrcM' us to- this shift ! — 
Write thou, good niece ; and here display, at last, 
What God will have discoTerM for revedge : 
Heayen guide thy pen to print thy sonrows plain, 
That we may know the traitors, and the truth i 

[She takes the Staffs in her Mouth, and guides ii with 
her Stumps and writes. 

Tit. O, do you read, my lord, what she hath writ ^ 
Siuprum — Oiiron — Demetrius, 

Jiiar, What, what ! — the lustful sons of Tamora 
Performers of this heinous, bloody deed ? 

Tit, Magne Dominator poli, 
Tarn lentus audis scelera ? tam lentus vides? 

Mar. O, calm thee, gentle lord ! although, I know. 
There is enough written upon this earth, 
To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts, 
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 
My lord, kneel down with me ; — ^Lavinia, kneel ; 
— And kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector's hope ; 
And swear with me, — as with the woful feere,* 
And father, of that chaste dishonour'd dame. 
Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece' rape, — 
That we will prosecute, by good advice, 
Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths, 
And see their blood, or die with this reproach. 

Tit. 'Tis sure enough, an y ou knew how, 

[21 Feeri— cignifies a companton, and here metaphoricallr a husband, np MK 
ceed&nc of Bnttpi, vrhich is alluded to, is dascribedat len&rdi, in our mtSSbtnmtm 
of lAiereee, as Mtting an end to the lamaiiUtions of ColMiaus«nd UKrelU% Wft 
husband and &ther of Lucretia. TYRWHITT. 
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But if jou hurt Uiese bear-whelps, theo beware : 

nie dam will wake ; and, if she wind yoa once, 

flht's with the lion deeply still in league, 

And lulls him Whilst she playeth on her back. 

And, when he sleeps, will she do what she list. 

You're a young huntsman, Marcus ; let it alone ; 

And,' come, I will go get a leaf of brass, 

And with a gad of steel will write these words, 

And lay it by : the angry northern wind 

Will blow these sands, like Sybil's leai^es, abroad. 

And Where's your lesson then ? — Boy, what say you ? 

Boy. I say, my lord, that if I were a man, 
Their mother's bed-chamber should not be safe 
For these bad-bondmen to the yoke of Rome. ' 

Mar, Ay, that's my boy ! thy father hath full oft 
For this ungrateful country done the like. 

Boy, And, uncle, so will 1, an if I live. 

Tit, Come, go with me into mine armoury ; 
Lucius, m fit Uiee ; and withal, my bqy 
Shall carry from me to the empress' sons 
Presents, that I intend to send them both : 
Come, come ; thou 'It do thy message, wilt thou not ? 

Boy, Ay, with my dagger in their bosoms, grandsire. 

Tit. No, boy, not so ; I'll teach thee another course, 
rinia, come ;— Marcus, look to my house ; 
Lucius and I'll go brave it at the court ; 
Ay, marry, will we, sir ; and we'll be waited on. 

[ElxeutU Titus, Lavinia, and Boy. 

Mar, O heavens, can you hear a good man groan, 
And not relent, or not compassion him ? 
Marcus, attend him in his ecstacy ; 
That hath more scars of sorrow in his heart, 
Than foe-men's marks upon his batter'd shield : 
But yet so just, that he will not revenge : — 
Revenge the heavens for old Andronicus P [Exit, 

SCENE II. 

Tlie same, A Room in the Palace. Enter Aakox, Ciiirox, 
and Demetrius, at one door; at another door, young 
Lucius, and an Attendant y with a bundle of weapons 
and verms writ upon them. 

Chk Demetrius, here's the son of Lucius ; 
He liath some mess age to deli ver to us. 

fSl It iboold be^ Revenfe, ye hearen K — ^- JOHNSON. 
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Aar. Ay, some mad message from his ouid grandfiitber. 
Bo3f« mj lords, with all Uie humbleness I may, 
1 greet your honours from Andronicus ;— 
And pray the Roman gods, confound you both. [Md§n 
Dem, Gramercy,* lovely Lucius : What's the news ? 
Bmf. That you are both decypherM, that's the news, 
For villains mark'd with rape. [Asi,] May it please y0u, 
My grandsire, well-advis'd, hath sent by me 
The goodliest weapons of his armoury, 
To gratify your honourable youth, 
The hope of Rome ; for so he bade me say ; 
And so I do, and with his gifls present 
Your lordships, that whenever you have need. 
You may be armed and appointed well : 
And so 1 leave you both, [Aiide] like bloody villains. 

[Ex. Boy and Attendant, 

Dem. What's here ? A scroll ; and written round about ? 
Let's see ; 

Integer vitcs^ scelerisque purusy 
Non eget Mauri jacuHs^ nee acru. 

Chi. O, 'tis a verse in Horace ; I kjiow it well : 
I read it in the grammar long ago. 

Aar. Ay, just ! — a verse in Horace ; — right, you have it. 
Now, what a thing it is to be an ass ! 
Here's no sound jest ! the old man hath found 

their guilt ; 
And sends the weapons wrapp'd about with lines. 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick. 
But were our witty empress well a-foot. 
She would applaud Andronicus' conceit. 
But let her rest in her unrest awhile. — 
And now, young lords, was't not a happy star 
Led us to Rome, strangers, and, more than so, 
Captives, to be advanced to this height ? 
It did me good, before the palace-gate 
To brave the tribune in his brother's hearing. 

Dem. But me more eood, to see so great a lord 
Basely insinuate, and send us gifls. 

Aar. Had he not reason, lord Demetrius ? 
Did you not use his daughter very friendly ? 

Dem. I would, we had a thousand Roman dames 
At such a bay, by turn to serve our lust. 

Chi. A charitable wish, and full of love. 

4Q Ormmny ; i e. grtmd meni ; gnat thanks. ST£EV£M8. 
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Jar. Bere lacks bat your mother for to say amen. 

OW. And that would she for twenty thotisand mmre 

Dem. Come, let us go ; and pray to all the gods 
For mar beloved mother in her pains. 

Mar, Pray to the devils ; Uie gods have given us o^er. 

[Aside. Fhuriih. 

Dem. Why do the emperor's trumpets flourish dius ? 

Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a son. 

Dem. Soft ; who comes here ? 
Enter a Nur$e^ with a Black-a-Mfw Child in her armt. 

JVttr. Good morrow, lords.: 
O, tell me, did you see Aaron the Moor ? 

Aar. Well, more, or less, or ne'er a whit at all. 
Here Aaron is ; and what with Aaron now ? 

JV«r. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone ! 
Now help, or woe betide thee evermore ! 

Aar. Why, what a caterwauling dost thou keep? 
What dost thou wrap and fumble in thine arms ? 

JVur. O, that which I would hide from heaven's eye, 
Our empress' shame, and stately Rome's disgrace ;-* 
She is deliver'd, lords, she is deliver'd. 

Aar, To whom? 

JWir. I mean, she's brought to bed. 

Aar. Well, God 
Give her good rest ! What hath he sent her ? 

JVfir. A devil. 

Aar. Why, then she is the devil's dam ; a joyful issue. 

JVur. A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowful issue : 
Here is the babe, as loathsome as a toad 
Amongst the fiurest breeders of our clime. 
The empress sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal, 
And bids thee christen it with thy dagger's point. 

Aar. Out, out, you whore ! is black so base a hue ? — 
Sweet blowse, you are a beauteous blossom, sure. 

Dem. Villain, what hast thou done ? 

Aar. Done ! that which thou 
Canst not undo. 

Cki. Thou hast undone our mother. 

Aar. Villain, I have done thy mother. 

Dem. And therein, hellish dog, thou hast undone. 
Woe to her chance, and damn'd her loathed choice ! 
Accurs'd the offspring of so foul a fiend ! 

Chi. It shall not live. 

Aar. It shall not die. 
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AWr. Aaron, it must : the mother wills it so. 

Aar. What, must it, nurse ? then let no man, but I^ 
Do execution on my flesh and blood. 

Dem. I'll broach the tadpole ^n my rapier's point/ 
Nnrse, give it me ; my sword shall soon despatch it. 

Aar. Sooner this sword shall {rfough thy bowels up.' 
\Takes iht Child from the JVurse, and draws 
Stay, murderous villains ! will you kill your brother ? 
Now, by the burning tapers of the sky, 
That shone so brightly when this boy was got^ 
He dies upon my scimitar's sharp point, 
That touches this my first-bom son and heir ! 
I tell you, youn^ings, not Enceladus, 
With all his threat'ning band of Typhon's brood, 
Nor great Alcides, nor the god of war. 
Shall seize this prey out of his father's hands. 
What, what ; ye sanguine^ shallow-hearted boys ! 
Ye white-lim'd walls ! ye alehouse painted signs ! 
Coal-black is better than another hue. 
In that it scorns to bear another hue : 
For all the water in the ocean 
Can never turn a swan's black legs to white. 
Although she lave them hourly in the flood. 
Tell the emperess from me, 1 am of age 
To keep mine own ; excuse it how she can. 

Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble mistress tbus ? 

Aar. My mistress is my mistress ; this, myself ; , 
The vigour, and the picture of my youth : 
This, l^ore all the world, do I prefer ; 
This, mangre all the world, will h keep safe, 
Or some of you shall smoke for it in Rome. 

Dem. By this our mother is forever sham'd. 

Oii, Rome will despise her for this foul escape. 

JVur. The emperor, in his rage, will doom her death 

Chi. I blush to think upon this ignomy.^ 

Aar. Why, there's the privilege your beauty bears : 
Fye, treacherous hue ! that will betray with blushing 
The close enacts and counsels of the heart ! 
Here's a young lad fram'd of another leer : 
Look, how the black slave smifes upon the &ther ; 
As who should say, Old lad, I am Aine oTsm, 
He is your brother, lords ; sensibly fed 
Of that self-blood that first gave life to you ; 

"i 



A bTMch is a spit VII spit tht Uulpole. JOaHSON. 
i^m i l Hf for igufuoiaj, IIALONE. 
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Andy from that womb, where you imprison^ were. 
He is enfranchised* and come to light : 
NaT» he's jour brother by the surer side, 
AluMHigh my seal be stamped in his free. 

JV«r. Aaron, what shall I say unto the en^ress t 

Dem. Adyise thee, Aaron, what is to be done. 
And we will all subscribe to thy advice ; 
Saye thou the child, so we may all be safe. 

Aar, Then sit we down, and let us all consult. 
My son and I will have the wind of you : 
Keep there : Now talk at pleasure of your safety. 

[Jftiy iii onthe grom 

Dem, How many women saw this child of his ? 

Jlar» Why so, braye lords ; When we all join in leagp 
I am a land) ; but if you braye the Moor, 
The chafed boar, the mountain lioness. 
The ocean swells not so as Aaron storms.-— < 
But, say again, how many saw the child ? 

AVir. Cornelia the midwife, and myself. 
And no one else, but the deliyer'd empress. 

Aar. The emperess, the midwife, and yourself: 
Two may keep counsel, when the third's away : 
Go to the empress ; tell her, this I said : [Stabbing h 
— ^Weke, weke !— «o cries a pig, prepar'd to the spit. 

Dem. What mean'st thou, Asuron ? Wherefore didst tl 
this? 

Aar. O, lord, sir, 'tis a deed of policy : 
Shall she live to betray this guilt of ours ? 
A long-tongu'd babbling gossip ? no, lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my full intent. 
Not far, one Muliteus lives, my countryman. 
His wife but yesternight was brou^t to bed ; 
His child is like to her, fair as you are : 
Go pack with him,' and give the mother gold, 
And tell them both the circumstance of all ; 
And how by this their child shall be advanc'd, 
And be received for the emperor's heir. 
And substituted in the place of mine, 
To calm this tempest whirling in the court ; 
And let the emperor dandle him for his own. 
Hark ye, lords : ye see, that I have given her physic,. 

[Pointing to the Aif: 
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jou must needs bestow her funeral ; 
fields are near, and yon are gallant grooms : 
done, see that you take no longer days, 
send the midwife presently to me. 
midwife, and the nurse, well made away, 
let the ladies tattle what they please. 
C3ii. Aaron, I see, thou wilt not trust the air 

secrets. 
Dem. F<Hr this care of Tamora, 
trself, and hers, are highly bound to thee. 

[Exeunt Dem. and Chi. bearing qffikt Nun*- 
Aar. Now to the Goths, as swifl as swallow flies ; 
tre to dispose this treasure in mine arms, 
secretly to greet the empress' friends. — 
le on, you thick-hpp'd slave, Til bear you hence ; 
'or it is you that put us to our shifls : 
pl make you feed on berries, and on roots, 
jAnd feed on curds and whey, and suck the goat, 
iAnd cabin in a cave ; and bring you up 
'To be a warrior, and command a camp. [ExU. 

SCENE 111. 

IKe same, A Public Place. Enter Tittts, bearing ammf, 
with letters at the ends of them ; "with him Marcits, young 
Lucius, and other Gentlemen, with bows. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, come ; — ^Kinsmen, this is the way • 
' — Sir boy, now let me see your archery ; 
Look ye draw home enough, and 'tis there straight : 
Terras Astrosa reliquit : 

fie you remembered, Marcus, she's gone, she's fled. 
—Sir, take you to your tools. — You, cousins, shall 
Go sound the ocean, and cast your nets ; 
Happily, you may find her in the sea ; 
Tet there's as little justice as at land : — 
No ; Publius and Sempronius, you must do it ; 
'Tis you must dig with mattock, and with spade. 
And pierce the inmost centre of the earth ; 
Then, when you come to Pluto's region, 
I pray you, deliver him this petition : 
Tell him, it is for justice, and for aid 5 
And that it comes from old Andronicus, 
Shaken with sorrows in ungratefbl Rome.— ^ 
Ah, Rome ! — ^Well, well ; I made thee miserable, 
20 Vol. Vm. 
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What time I threw the people's suffi-ages 
On him that thus doth tyrannice o'er me. — 
Go, get you gone ; and pray be careful all, 
And leave you not a man of war unsearch'd ; 
This wicked emperor may have shipp'd her hence, 
And, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice. 

Mar, O, Pubhus, is not this a heavy case, 
To see thy noble uncle thus distract ? 

Puh, Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns, 
By day and night to attend him carefully ; 
And feed his humour kindly as we may, 
Till time beget some careful remedy. 

Mar, Kinsmen, his sorrows are past remed3\ 
Join with the Goths ; and with revengeful war 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude, 
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 

TiU Publius, how now ? how now, my masters ? Wl 
Have you met with her ? 

Pub. No, my good lord ; but Pluto sends you word 
If you will have revenge from hell, you shall : 
Marry, for Justice, she is so employ 'd. 
He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or somewhere else, 
eSo tnat perforce you must needs stay a time. 

TU. He doth me wrong, to feed me with delays. 
I'll dive into the burning lake below. 
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. — 
Marcus, we are but shrubs, no cedars we ; 
No big-bon'd men, fram'd of the Cyclops' size : 
But metal, Marcus, steel to the very back ; 
Yet wrung with wrongs, more than our backs can beai 
And, sith there is no justice in earth nor hell. 
We will solicit heaven ; and move the gods, 
To send down justice for to wreak our wrongs : 
Come, to this gear. You are a good archer, Marcus. 

[He gives them the arret 
AdJovem^ that's for you : — ^Here, aa JipoUinem: — 
Ad Martem, that's for myself ; — 
Here, boy, to Pallas : — Here, to Mercury : — 
To Saturn, Caius, not to Saturnine, — 
You were as good to shoot against the wind.—* 
To it, boy. — Marcus, loose when 1 bid : 
O' my word, I hare written to effect ; . 

There's not a god left unsolicited. 

^ — I - - ^-„^-^--_-_-_^^^^^^^^^^^^_ 

W To Wlliif t hone is to pffpt or strain Us back. JCmNtOK. 



riV* TlTOi ANDRONICVB. 307 

Mar. Kinsmen, alioot all your shafb into the court : 

t will afflict the emperor in his pride. 

Tit. Now, masters, draw. [They shoot.} O, wM 

said, Lucius I 
od boy, in Virgo's lap ; give it Pallas. 
Ifar. My lord, I aim a mile beyond the moon ; 
ar letter is with Jupiter by this. 
nt. Ha ! Publius, Pubhus, what hast thou done ! 
iy see, thou hast shot off one of Taurus' horns. 
ifar. This was the sport, my lord : when Pubhus shot,, 
e bull being gall'd, gave Aries such a knock 
at down fell both the ram's horns in the court ; 
1 who should find them but the empress' yillain ? 
! laugh'd, and told the Moor, he should not choose 
t give them to his master for a present. 
IHt. Why» there it goes : God give your lordship joy. 

Enter a Cl&wn, with a basket and two pigeons. 

Fvs, news from heaven ! Marcus, the post is come* 

iirrah, what tidings ? have you any letters ? 

ill I have justice ? what says Jupiter ? 

Ho. Ho ! Uie gibbet-maker ? he sajrs, that he hath ta- 

I them down again, for the man must not be hanged 

the next week. 

Tit. But what says Jupiter, I ask thee ? 

Tlo. Alas, sir, I know not Jupiter ; I never drank with 

I in all my hfe. 

Tit. Why villain, art not thou the carrier ? 

1,0. Ay, of my pigeons, sir ; nothing eke. 

Vit. Why, didst thou not come from heaven ? 

1o. From heaven ? alas, sir, I never came there : God 

9id, I should be so bold to press to heaven in my young 

B. Why, I am going with my pigeons to the tribunal 

bs,' to take up a matter of brawl betwixt my uncle and 

I of the emperial's men. 

Ifar. Why, sir, that is as fit as can be, to serve for 

yr oration ; and let him deliver the pigeons to the 

peror from you. 

n^. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the em-^ 

'or with a grace ? 

1o. Na^ truly, sir> I could never say grace in ajB 

life. 



■ ^^ ^ yp 
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TU. Sirrah, come hither: make no more ado, 
But gire your pigeons to the emperor : 
By aie tibou shalt ha\re justice at his hands, 
riold, hold ; mean while, here's money for thy charges. 
— Give me a pen and ink.—* 
Sirrah» can you with a grace deliver a supplication ? 

Clo, Ay, sir. 

Tit. Then here is a suppUcation for you. And vrh 
you come to him, at the first approach, you must knee 
then kiss his foot ; then deliver up your pigeons ; a 
then look for your reward, V\\ be at hand, sir ; see y 
do it bravely. 

Clo. I warrant you, sir ; let me alone. 

Tit. Sirrah, hast thou a knife ? Come, let me see i 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration ; 
For thou hast made it like an humble suppliant : — 
And when thou hast given it to the emperor, 
Knock at my door, and tell me what he says. 

Clo. God be with you, sir ; I will. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, let's go : — Publius, follow me* 

[Exen 

SCENE IV. 

The same. Before the PoUace. Enter Saturninus, Tai 
RA, Chiron, Demetrius, Lords, and others; Satur 
Nus rmth the arrows in his hand, that Titus shot. 

Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are these ? Was ever s€ 
An emperor of Rome thus overborne, 
Troubled, confronted thus ; and, for the extent 
Of legal justice, us'd in such contempt ? 
My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods. 
However these disturbers of our peace 
Buzz in the people's ears, there nought hath pass'd. 
But even with law, against the wilful sons 
Of did Andronicus. And what an if 
Ins sorrows have so overwhelm'd his wits, 
Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks, 
His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterness ? 
And now he writes to heaven for his redress : 
See, Ikere's to Jove, and this to Mercury ; 
This to Apollo ; this to the god of war : 
Sweet scrolls to fly about the streets of Rome ! 
Wliat's thiSj but libelling a^nst the senate, 
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id blazoniijf our i&jostice every lrlKf« ? 

goodly humour, is it not, my lords ? 
« who would say, in Rome no justice were. 
M» if I live, his feigned edstasies 
mjl be no shelter to these outrages : 
M he and bis sh.*Jl know^ that justice lives 
In Saturninus' health ; whom, if she sleep, 
le^ll so awake, as she in fury shall 
Jot off the proud'st conspirator that lives. 

Tarn, My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine, 
Mtd of my life, commander of my thoughts, 
lalm thee, and bear the faults of Titus' age, 
'he effects of sorrow for his valiant song, 
IThose loss hath pierc'd him deep, and scart'd his heart ; 
nd rather comfort his distressed plight, 
'ban prosecute the meanest, or the best, 
or these contempts. — Why, thus it shaft become 
[igh-witted Tamora to gloze with all : [Aside. 

tit, Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick, 
jhj life-blood out : if Aaron now be wise, 

en is all safe, the anchor's in the port. — 



I 



Enter Clown. 

iow now, good fellow ? wouldst thou speak with us ? 

Clo. Yes, forsooth, an your mistership be imperial. 

Tarn. Empress I am, but yonder sits the emper^. 

Clo. 'Tis he. — God, and saint Stephen, give you gtfdd 
3n : I have brought you a letter, and a couple of jMgeons 
ere. [SAXuRNimrs reads the letter. 

Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him presently. 

Clo. How much money must I have ? 

Tarn. Come, sirrah, you must be haAg'd. 

Clo. Hang'd ! By'r lady, then I have brought up a neck 
• a fjdr end. [Eocit, guarded. 

Sai. Despiteful and intolerable wrongs ! 
ball I endure 'this monstrous villany ? 
know from whence this same device proceeds ? 
[ay this be borne ? — as if his traitorous sons, 
hat died by law for murder of our brother, 
ave by my means been butcher'd wrongfully. — 
o, drag the villain hither by the hair ; 
or age, nor honour, shall shape privilege : — 
or this proud mock, I'll be thy slaughter-man ; 
y frantic wretch, that holp'st to Hiake me great. 
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Ib hope tfajBelf shouli govem Rome and me. 

Enter jEmilivs. 

— What newt with thee, .^initius ? 

jS7m. Arm, arm, my lords ; Rome never had more can 
The Goths have gathered head ; and with a power 
Of high-resolved men, bent to the spoil. 
They hither march amain, under condfict 
Of Lucius, son to old Andronicus ; 
Who threats, in course of this revenge, to do 
As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Sat. Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths ? 
These tidings nip me ; and 1 hang the head 
As flowers with frost, or grass beat down with storms 
Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach : 
'Tis he the common people love so much ; 
Myself have often overheard them say, 
rwhen I have walked like a private man,) 
That Lucius' banishment was wrongfully. 
And they have wish'd that Lucius were their emperor. 

Tarn. Why should you fear ? is not your city stronj 

Sat Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius ; 
And will revolt from me, to succour him. 

Tarn. King, be thy thoughts imperious, like thy name 
Is the sun dimm'd, that gnats do fly in it ? 
The eagle sufiers httle birds to sing. 
And is not careful what they mean thereby ; 
Knowing that with the shadow of his wings. 
He can at pleasure stint their melody : 
Even so may'st thou the giddy men of Rome. 
Then cheer thy spirit : for know, thou emperor, 
I will enchant the old Andronicus, 
With words more sweet, and yet more dangerous. 
Than baits to flsh, or honey-stalks to sheep ;* 
When as the one is wounded with the bait, 
The other rotted with delicious feed. 

Sat. But he will not entreat his son for us.' 

Tarn. If Tamora entreat him, then he will : 
For I can smooth, and fill his aged ear 
With golden promises ; that were his heart 
Almost impregnable, his old ears deaf. 
Yet should both ear and heart obey my tongue. — 
Go thou before, be our embassador : [ToM 

[1] Hooey-fliUla are clover flowers, which oontida a tweet Hdee. It is coi 
for cattle to overduurge themselTef with otorer, and die. JOHNSON. 



afej, that the emperor pequests a parley 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting, 
Xyen at his father's house, the old Andronicus.. 

iSSa^. .^Imilius^ do this message honoural^ : 
And if he stand on hostage for his safety, 
Bid him demand what pledge will please him hest. 

JEmiL Your bidding shall 1 do effectually. [£^. 

Tarn. Now will I to that old Andronicus ; 
And temper him, with all the art I have, 
To pluck proud Lucius from the warhke Goths. 
And now, sweet emperor, be blithe again^ 
And bury all thy fear in my devices. 

Sat, Then go successfully, and (dead to him. [ExewU. 



ACT V. 

SCENE L — Plains near Rome, Enter Lucius, and Goths, 

with drum and Colours. 

Luc. Approved warriors, and my faithful friends, 
I have received letters from great Rome, 
Which signify, what hate they bear their emperor. 
And how desirous of our sight they are. 
Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witness. 
Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs ; 
And, wherein Rome hath done you any scath. 
Let him make treble satisfaction. 

1 Goth. Brave shp, sprung from the great Andronicus, 
Whose name was once our terror, now our comfort ; 
Whose high exploits, and honourable deeds, 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt, 

Be bold in us : we'll follow where thou lead'st, — 
Like stinging bees in hottest summer's day. 
Led by their master to the flower'd fields, — 
And be aveng'd on cursed Tamora. 

Goths. And, as he saith, so say we all with him. 

Lmc. I humbly thank him, and I thank you all. 
But who comes here, led by a lusty Goth ? 

Enter a Goth, leading Aaron, with his Child in his arms;, 

2 Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our troops I stray'd, 
To gaze upon a ruinous monastery ; 
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And ai I earnestly did fix mine eje 

Upon the wasted building, suddenly |] 

1 neard a child cry underneath a wall : 
I made unto the noise ; when soon I heard 
The crying babe controlPd with this discourse : 
Ptacty tawny slave ; half me, and half thy, dam ! 
Did not thy hxie bewray whose brat mou arij 
Had nature lent thee but thy mother^s look^ 
FiUain, thou might^st have been an emperor : 
But where the bidl and cow are both milk-Tahite^ 
They never do beget a coal-black calf. 
Peace J villain^ peace /—even thus he rates the babe, — 
For I must bear thee to a trusty Goth ; 
^ Who, when he knows thou art the emperess^ babe. 
Will hold ihee dearly for thy mother^ s sake. 
With this my weapon drawn, I rush'd upon him, | 

Surpriz'd hun suddenly ; and brought him hither, 
To use as you think needful of the man. 

Luc, O worthy Goth ! this is the incarnate deylL 
That robb'd Andronicus of his good hand : 
This is the pearl that pleas'd your empress' eye ;* 
And here's the base fruit of his burning lust. — 
Say, wall-ey'd slave, whither wouldst thou convey 
This growing image of thy fiend-like face ? 
Why dost not speak ? What! deaf? No ; not a word ? 
A halter, soldiers ; hang him on this tree, 
And by his side his fruit of bastardy. 

Aar, Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood. 

Luc, Too like the sire for ever being good. — 
First, hang the child, that he may see it sprawl ; 
A sight to vex the faUier's soul withal. 
Get me a ladder. 

[A ladder brought, which Aaron is obliged to ascend. 

Aar, Lucius, save the child ; 
And bear it from me to the emperess. 
If thou do this, V\\ show thee wond'rons things. 
That highly may advantage thee to hear : 
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
I'll speak no more ; But vengeance rot you all ! 

Luc, Say on ; and, if it please me which thou speak'st, 
Thy child shaU live, and I wiU see it nourished. 

Aar An if it please thee ? why, assure thee, Luciss, 
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'Twill vex thy soul to hear what I shall speak ; 
For I must talk of murders, rapes, and massacreSi 
Acts of hlack night, abominable deeds, 
Complots of mischief, treason ; ?illanies 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteously performed : 
And this shall all be buried by my death, 
Unless thou swear to me, my child shall live. 

Lmc. Tell on thy mind ; I say, thy child shaU live. 

Aar, Swear, that he shall, and then I will begin. 

Lmc, Who should I swear by ? thou believ'st no god ; 
That granted, how canst thou believe an oath ? 

Aar, What if I do not ? as, indeed, I do not : 
Yet, t— for I know thou art religious. 
And hast a thing within thee, called conscience ; 
With twenty popish tricks and ceremonies, 
Which I have seen thee careful to observe, — 
Therefore I urge thy oath ; — For that, I know, 
An idiot holds his bauble for a god, 
And keeps the oath, which by that god he swears ; 
To that rU urge him: — Therefore, thou shalt vow 
By that same god, what god soe'er it be. 
That thou ador'st and hast in reverence, — 
To save my boy, to nourish, and bring him up ; 
Or else I will discover nought to thee. 

Laic. Even by my god, I swear to thee, 1 will. 

Aar. First, know thou, I begot him on the empress. 

Laic, O most insatiate, luxurious woman ! 

Aar. Tut, Lucius 1 this was but a deed of charity, 
To that which thou shalt hear of me anon. 
'Twas her two sons that murder'd Bassianus : 
They cut thy sister's tongue, and ravlsh'd her, 
And cut her hands ; and trimm'd her as thou saw'st. 

Lac. O, detestable villain ! call'st thou that trimming ? 

Aaru Why, she was washM, and cut, and trimmM; and 'twas 
Trim sport for them that had the doing of it. 

Ijuc. O, barbarous, beastly villains, like thyself! 

Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct them ; 
That codding spirit had they from their mother, 
As sure a card as ever won the set ; 
That bloody mind, I think, they learn'd of me, 
As true a dog as ever fought at head.' 

[3] An allufUm to buU<dogs, wbose eeneroeiQr and eourag* are always fbows Vv 
■MttiDf the boll Id front and lelting; hb note. JOHNSON. 

Vol. VIII. O 
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— W^U, let my deeds be witness of my woHh. 
I trainM thy brethren to that guileful hole, 
Where the dead corpse of Bassianus lay : 
I wrote the letter that thy father found. 
And hid the gold within the letter mention^, 
Confederate with the queen, and her two sons ; 
And what not done, that thou hast cause to rue, 
Wherein I had no stroke of mischief in it ? 
I play'd the cheater for thy father's hand ; 
And, when I had it, drew myself apart, 
And almost broke my heart with esctreme laughter. 
I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall. 
When, for his hand, he had his two sons' heads ; 
Beheld his tears, and laugh'd so heartily. 
That both mine eyes were rainy Hke to his ; 
And when I told the empress of this sport, 
She swounded almost at my pleasing tale, 
And, for my tidings, gave me twenty kisses. 

Goih. What ! canst thou say all this, and nerer blusl 
Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the saying is.' 
Lmc. Art thou not sorry for these heinous deeds ? 
Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thousand more. 
Even now I curse the day, (and yet, I think, 
Few come within the compass of my curse,) 
Wherein I did not some notorious ill : 
As kill a man, or else devise his death ; 
Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it ; 
Accuse some innocent, and forswear myself: 
Set deadly enmity between two friends ; 
Make poor men's cattle break their necks ; 
Set fire on barns and hay-stacks in the night. 
And bid the owners quench them with their tears 
Oil have I digg'd up dead men from their graves, 
And set them upright at their dear friends' doors, 
Even when their sorrows almost were forgot ; 
And on their skins, as on the bark of trees, 
Have with my knife carved in Roman letters, 
Let not your sorrow die, though I am dead. 
Tut, I have done a thousand dreadful things. 
As willingly as one would kill a fly ; 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 
But that I cannot do ten thousand more. 



[S] To Uuth lUx a hladi dog^ appears from Ray, to luife bten proverbial. RI 
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Iaic. Bring down the devil ;* for he must not die 
§o sweet a death, as banging presently. 

Aar. If there be devils, 'would I were a devil, 
To live and bum in everlasting fire ; 
3o 1 might have your company in hell, 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue ! 

Zaic, Sirs, stop his mouth, and let him speak no more. 

Enter a Goth. 
Goth, My lord, there is a messenger from Rome, 
Desires to be admitted to your presence. 
Luc. Let him come near. — 

Enter ^milius 
Welcome, ^milius, what's the news from Rome ? 

JEmiL Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goths.. 
The Roman emperor greets you all by me : 
And, for he understands you are in arms, 
He craves a parley at your father's house, 
Willing you to demand your hostages. 
And they shall be immediately deliver'd. 

. 1 Goth. What says our general ? 

Luc. ^milius, let the emperor give his pledges 
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus, 
And we will come. — March away. [Extunt. 

SCENE IL 

Rome. Before Titus's House. Enter Tamora, Chiron, 

and Demetrius, disguised. 

Tarn. Thus, in this strange and sad habiliment, 
I will encounter with Andronicus ; , 

And say, I am Revenge, sent from below. 
To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs. 
Knock at his study, where, they say, he keeps, 
To ruminate strange plots of dire revenge ; 
Tell him, Revenge is come to join with him, 
And work confusion on his enemies* \They knockm 

Enter Titus above. 
Tit. Who doth molest my contemplation ? 
Jj9 it your trick, to make me ope the door ; 
That so my sad decrees may fly away, 

[4] It appears iroin tiwte words, that the audience were enteftained with part «f 
tbe apparatus of an execution, ana that Aaron was mounted on aJaddCTf u nm^ 10 
he turned off. STEEVEKS. 
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And all mj atady be to no effect ? 
You are deceiy'd : for what I mean to do, 
See here, in bloody lines I have set down ; 
And what is written shall be executed. 

Tarn. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 

Tit. No ; not a word : How can I grace my talk, 
Wanting a hand to give it action ? 
Thou hast the odds of me, therefore no more. 

Tarn. If thou didst know me, thou wouldst talk with me. 

Tit, I am not mad ; I know thee well enough : 
Witness this wretched stump, these crimson lines ; 
Witness these trenches, made by grief and care ; 
Witness the tiring day, and heavy night ; 
Witness aU sorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud empress, mighty Tamora : 
It not thy coming for my other hand ? ^ 

Tarn. Know thou, sad man, I am not Tamora ; 
She is thy enemy, and I thy friend : 
I am Revenge ; sent from the infernal kingdom, 
To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind. 
By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes. 
Come down, and welcome me to this world's light; 
Confer with me of murder and of death : 
There's not a hollow cave, or lurking-place, 
No vast obscurity, or misty vole, 
Where bloody murder, or detested rape. 
Can couch for fear, but I will find them out ; 
And in their ears tell them my dreadful name, 
Revenge, which makes the foul offender quake. 

Tit. Art thou Revenge ? and art thou sent to me, 
To be a torment to mine enemies ? 

Tarn. I am ; therefore come down, and welcome me. 

Tit. Do me some service, ere I come to thee. 
Lo, by thy side where Rape, and Murder, stand ; 
Now give some 'surance that thou art Revenge, 
Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels ; 
And then I'll come, and be thy waggoner, 
And whirl along with thee about the globes. 
Provide thee proper palfries, black as jet. 
To hale thy vengeful waggon swifl away. 
And ^nd out murderers in their guilty caves : 
Andi^^jAen thy car is loaden with their beads, 
I wflt'4iimount, and by the waggon wheel 
Trot, like a servile footman, all day long ; 



ACT T. TITUS ANDRONICUS. * 317 

Even from Hyperion's rising in the east. 
Until his very downfall in the sea. 
And day by day I'll do this heavy task, 
So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there.' 

Tarn, These are my ministers, and come with me. 

Tit, Arc they thy ministers ? what are they call'd ? 

Tarn, Rapine, and Murder ; therefore called so, 
'Cause they take vengeance of such kind of men. 

Tit, Good lord, how like the empress' sons they are ! 
And you, the empress I But we worldly men 
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes. 

sweet Revenge, now do I come to thee : 

And, if one arm's embracement will content thee, 

1 will embrace thee in it by and by. 

[Exit Titus, from above 
Tarn, This closing with him fits his lunacy : 
Whatever 1 forge, to feed his brain-sick fits, 
Do you uphold and m&ntain in your speeches. 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge ; 
And, being credulous in this mad thought, 
I'll make him send for Lucius, his son ; 
And, whilst I at a banquet hold him sure, 
I'll find some cunning practice out of hand. 
To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths, 
Or, at the least, make them his enemies. 
See. here he comes, and I must ply my theme. 

Enter Tin s. 

Tit, Long have I been forlorn and aH for thee : 
Welcome, dread fury, to my woful house ; — 
Rapine, and Murder, you are welcome too : — 
How like the empress and her sons you are ! 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor : — 
Could not all hell afford you such a devil ? — 
For, well I wot, the empress never wags, 
But in her company there is a Moor ; 
And, would you represent our queen aright. 
It were convenient you had such a devil : 
But welcome, as you are. What shall we do ? 

Tarn, What wouldst thou have us do, Andronicus ? ' 
Dem, Show me a murderer, I'll deal with him. 

[5] I do nc»: know of way instance that can be brought to prove that r^^ «•< m- 
pin€ were ever lued as synonymous terms. The word rapine ba» alw ays ,b<g> < M^ 
ployed for a Usa f^al kind of blunder^ and means the violent act of deprInaQB.-«i, 
any good^ the honour hers aUuded to being always excepted. STEEVEN9. 
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€%t. Show me a yillain, that has done a rape. 
And I am sent to be reveng'd on him. 

Tarn. Show me a thousand, that hath done tiiee wrong, 
And I will be rerenged on them alL 

Tit* Look round about the wicked streets of Rome ; 
And when thou find'st a man that's like thyself, 
Good Murder, stab him ; he's a murderer. — 
60 thou with him ; and when it is thy hap. 
To find another that is like to thee, 
Good Rapine, stab him ; he is a ravisher.*— 
Go thou with them ; and in the emperor's court 
There is a queen, attended by a Moor ; 
Well may'st thou know her by thy own proportion. 
For up and down she doth resemble thee ; 
I pray thee, do on them some violent death, 
They have been violent to me and mine. 

Tarn, Well hast thou lesson'd us ; this shall we do. 
But would it please thee, good Andronicus, 
To send for Lucius, thy thrice valiant son, 
Who leads towards Rome a band of warhke Goths, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy house : 
When he is here, even at thy solemn feast, 
I will bring in the empress and her sons. 
The emperor himself, and all thy foes ; 
And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel, 
And on them shaJt thou ease thy angry heart. 
What says Andronicus to this device ? 

7Vt. Marcus, my brother ! — 'tis sad Titus calls. 

Enter Marcus. 

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius ; 

Thou shalt inquire him out among the Goths : 

Bid him repair to me. and bring with him 

Some of the chiefest princes of the Goths ; 

Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are : 

Tell him, the emperor and the empress too 

Feast at my house : and he shall feast with them. 

This do thou for my love ; and so let him, 

As he regards his aged father's life. 
Mar. This will I do, and soon return again. [Exit 

Tam. Now will I hence about thy business, 

And take my ministers along with me. 
Tit. Nay, ninr, let Rape and Murder stay with mtf ; 

Or else PU calf my brother back again, 
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And cleaye to no revenge but Lucius. 

Tarn. What say you, boys ? will you abida.With hiia» 
Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor. 
How 1 have govern'd our determined jest ? 
Yield to his humour, smooth and speak him fair, [jJciJe.. 
And tarry with him, till I come again. 

Tit, I know them all, though they suppose me mad ; 
And will o'er-reach them in their own devices, 
A pair of cursed hell-hounds, and their dam. [Aside, 

Dem, Madam, depart at pleasure, leave us here. 

Tarn, Farewell, Andronicus ; Revenge now goes 
To lay a complot to betray thy foes. [Exit Tam, 

Tit, I know, thou dost ; and, sweet Revenge., farewell, 

Chi, Tell us, old man, how shall we be employ 'd ? 

Tit, Tut, I have work enough for you to do.-— 
Publius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine I 

Enter Publius, and Others^ 

Pub, What's your will ? 

Tit, Know you these two ? 

Pub, Th' empress' sons, 
I take them, Chiron and Demetrius. 

Tit. Fye, Publius, fye t thou art too much deceiv'd ; 
The one is Murder, Rape is the other's name : 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius ; 
Caius, and Valentine, lay hands on them : 
Oft have you heard me wish for such an hour, 
And now I find it ; therefore bind them sure ; 
And stop their mouths, if they begin to cry. 

[Exit Titus. Publius, 4*c. lay hold om 

Chiron and Demetrius. 

Chi. Villains, forbear ; we are the empress' sons. 

Pub. And therefore do we what we are commanded. — 
Stop close their mouths, let them not speak a word : 
Is he sure bound ? look, that you bind them fast. 

Re-enter Titus Andronicus, with Lavinia ; she bearing a 

Basin^ and he a Knife, 

Tit. Come, come, Lavinia ; look, thy foes are bound \ 
— Sirs, stop their mouths, let them not speak to me ; 
But let them hear what fearful words I utter. — 
O villains, Chiron and Demetrius t 
Here stands the spring whom you have stain'd with mud \ 
This goodly summer with your winter mix'd. 
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You kill'd her husband ; and, for that vile fault, 
Two of her brothers were condemned to death : 
My hand cut off, and made a merry jest : 
Both her sweet hands, her tongue, and that, more dear 
Than hands or tongue, her spotless chastity, 
Inhuman traitors, you constrainM and forc'd. 
What would you say, if I should let you speak ? 
Villains, for shame you could not beg for grace. 
Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 
This one hand yet is lefl to cut your throats ; 
Whilst that Lavinia 'tween her stumps doth hold 
The basin that receives your guilty blood. 
You know your mother means to feast with me, 

And calls herself, Revenge, and thinks me mad, 

Hark, villains ; I will grind your bones to dust. 

And with your blood and it, I'll make a paste ; 

And of the paste a coffin I will rear,° 

And make two pasties of your shameful heads ; 

And bid that strumpet, your unhallow'd dam. 

Like to the earth, swallow her own increase. 

This is the feast that I have bid her to. 

And this the banquet she shall surfeit on ; 

For worse than rhilomel you us'd my daughter, 

And worse than Progne I will be reveng'd : 

And now prepare your throats. — Lavinia, come, 

[He cu(s their throats. 
Receive the blood : and, when that they are dead. 
Let me go grind their bones to powder small, 
And with this hateful liquor temper it : 
And in that paste let their vile heads be bak'd. 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this banquet ; which I wish may prove 
More stem and bloody than the Centaurs' feast. 
So, now bring them in, for I will play the cook. 
And see them ready 'gainst their mother comes. 

[ExewUy bearing the dead bodies, 

SCENE III. 

7%e same, A Pamlion^ with Tables, ^c. Eater Lucius, 
Marcus, and Goths^ with Aaron, Prisoner, 

Luc, Uncle Marcus, since *tii my father's mind, 
That I repair to Rome, I am content 

[6] AeB^nUthetemQrvttetecaviQrofftttltedigpiib IQBmK. 
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1 Goth, And ours, with thine, befall what fortune wilK 

Lmc, Good uncle, take you in this barbarous MooTy 
This rarenous tiger, this accursed devil ; 
Let him receive no sustenance, fetter him. 
Till he be brought unto the empress' face. 
For testimony of her foul proceedings : 
And see the ambush of our friends be strong : 
I fear, the emperor means no good to us. 

Aar. Some devil whisper curses in mine ear. 
And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice of my swelling heart I 

Luc, Away, inhuman dog ! unhallowed slave t — 
Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in. 

[Exeunt Gvths, with Aaron. FlouriA; 
The trumpets show, the emperor is at hand. 

Enter Saturninus and Tamora, znth Tribunes, Senators, 

and others. 

Sat. What, hath the firmament more suns than one ? 

Luc. What boots it thee, to call thyself a sun ? 

Mar. Rome's emperor, and nephew, break the parle ^'^ 
These quarrels must be quietly debated. 
The feast is ready, which -the careful Titus 
Hath ordain'd to an honourable end. 
For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome : 
Please you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your places. 

Sat. Marcus, we will. 

[HatUboys sound. The Company sit down at Table. 

Enter Titus, dressed like a Cooky Lavinia veiled, young 
Lucius, and others, Titus places the dishes on the 
Table. 

Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord ; — welcome, dread 
queen ; — 
Welcome, ye warlike Goths ; — ^welcome, Lucius ; — 
And welcome, all : although the cheer be poor, 
'Twill fill your stomachs ; please you eat of it. 

Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicos ? 

Tit, Because I would be sure to have all well, 
To entertain your highness, and your empress. 

Tarn, We are beholden to you» good Andronicus. 

Tit, An if your highness knew my heart, you were. 

[7] i. e. Begin the partey. We yet ny, <* he breaks his inJi»d.» JOHNSOK. 

21 Vol, VIIL O % 
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— ^My lord the emperor, resolve me this ; I ^ 

Was it well done of rash Virginius, 

To slay his daughter with his own right hand. 

Because she was enforc'd, stainM, and deflour'd ? 

Sat, It was, Andronicus. 

Tit Your reason, mighty lord I 

iS!a^ Because the girl should not survire her shame, 
And by her presence still renew his sorrows. 

Tit. A reason mighty, strong, and effectual ; 
A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant, 

For me, most wretched to perform the like : 

Die, die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee ; 

[He Jdlls Lavinia. 
And, with thy shame, thy father's sorrow die ! 

Sat. What hast thou done, unnatural, and unkind ? 

Tit. Kill'd her, for whom my tears have made me blind. 
I am as woful as Virginius was : 
And have a thousand times more cause than be 
To do this outrage ; — and it is now done. 

Sa4. What, was she ravish'd ? tell, who did the deed. 

Tit. Will't please you eat ? wilPt please your highness 
feed ? 

Tarn. Why hast thou slain thine only daughter thus ? 

Tit. Not I ; 'twas Chiron, and Demetrius : 
They ravisb'd her, and cut away her tongue. 
And they, 'twas they, that did her all this wrong. 

Sat. Go, fetch them hither to us presently. 

THt. Why, there they are both, baked in that pye ; 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed. 
Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred. 
'Tis true, 'tis true ; witness my knife's sharp point. 

[Killing T AMOR A. 

Sat. Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed deed. 

[ITtZ/tW TiTCs, 

Luc. Can the son's eye behold his father bleed ? 
There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 

[Kith Saturninus. A great tumvlt. The People in 
confusion duperee. Marcus, Lucius, a/nd their Parti' 
zans ascend the steps before Titus's house. 

Mar. You sad-iac'd men, people and sons of Rome» 
By uproar sever'd, like a flight of fowl 
Scatter'd by winds and high tempestuous gusts, 
O, let me teach you how to knit again 
This scatter'd com into one mutusd sheaf, 
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These broken limbs again into one body. 

Sen, Lest Rome herself be bane unto herself; 
And she, whom mighty kingdoms court'sy to, 
Like a forlorn and desperate cast-away, 
Do shameful execution on herself. 
But if my frosty signs and chaps of age, 
Grave witnesses of true experience, 
Cannot induce you to attend my words, — 
Speak, Rome's dear friend ; [To Lucius.] as erst our an- 
cestor, 
When with his solemn tongue he did discourse, 
To love-sick Dido's sad attending ear. 
The story of that baleful burning night. 
When subtle Greeks surpriz'd king Priam's Troy ; 
Tell us, what Sinon hath bewitch'd our ears, 
Or who hath brought the fatal engine in, 
That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound. — 
My heart is not compact of flint, nor steel ; 
Nor can I utter all our bitter grief, 
But floods of tears will drown my oratory. 
And break my very utterance ; even i'the time 
When it should move you to attend me most, 
Lending your kind commiseration : 
Here is a captain, let him tell the tale ; 
Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him speak. 

Luc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you, 
That cursed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdered our emperor's brother ; 
And they it were, that ravished our sister : 
For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded ; 
Our father's tears despis'd ; and basely cozen'd 
Of that true hand, that fought Rome's quarrel out. 
And sent her enemies unto the grave. 
Lastly, myself unkindly banished, 
The gates shut on me, and turn'd weeping out. 
To beg relief among Rome's enemies ; 
Who drowh'd their enmity in my true tears, 
And op'd their arms to embrace me as a friend : 
And I am the turn'd-forth, be it known to you. 
That have preserv'd her welfare in my blood ; 
And from her bosom took the enemy's point, 
Sheathing the steel in my advent'rous body. 
Alas ! you know, I am no vaunter, I ; 
My scars can witness, dumb although they are. 
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That my report is just, and fall of truth. 
But, soft ; methinks, I do digress too much, 
Citing my worthless praise : O, pardon me ; 
For when no friends are hy, men praise themselyes. 

Mar, Now is my turn to speak ; Behold this child, 

[Pointing to the Child in the arrm of an Attendant. 
Of this was Tamora delivered ; 
The issue of an irreligious Moor, 
Chief architect and plotter of these woes ; 
The villain is alive in Titus' house, 
Damn'd as he is, to witness this is true. 
Now judge, what cause had Titus to revenge 
These wrongs, unspeakable, past patience, 
Or more than any living man could bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what say you, Romani? 
Have we done aught amiss ? Show us wherein, 
And, from the place where you behold us now, 
The poor remainder of Andronici 
Will, hand in hand, all headlong cast us down, 
And on the ragged stones beat forth our brains. 
And make a mutual closure of our house. 
Speak, Romans, speak ; and, if you say, we shall, 
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. 

^miL Come, come, thou reverend man of 'RDme, ' 
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand,^*.* y 
Lucius our emperor ; for, well I know, " " "' 
The common voice do cry^ it shall be so. 

Rom. [Several speak.] Lucius, all hail ; Rome's royal 
emperor ! 

Lucius, <S»c. descend. 

Mar. Go, go into old Titus' sorrowful house ; 

[To an Attendant. 
And hither hale that misbelieving Moor, 
To be adjudg'd some direful slaughtering death. 
As punishment for his most wicked life. 

Kom. [Several speak.] Lucius, all hail ; Rome's gra- 
cious governor ! 

Luc. ThankB, gentle Homans ; May I govern so, 
To heal Rome's harms, and wipe away her woe ! 
But, gentle people, give me aim awhile, — 
For nature puts me to a heavy task ; — 
Stand all aloof ; — ^but, uncle, draw you near. 
To shed obsequious tears upon this trunk : — 
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O; take this warm kiss on thy pale cold lips, 

[Kisses Titus. 
These sorrowful drops upon thy blood-stain'd face, 
The last true duties of thy noble son ! 

Mar, Tear for tear, and loving kiss for kiss, 
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips : 
O, were the sum of these that I should pay 
Countless and infinite, yet would 1 pay them ! 

Ldic, Come hither, boy ; come, come, and learn of us 
To melt in showers. Thy grandsire lov'd thee well : 
Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee, 
Sung thee asleep, bis loving breast thy pillow ; 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 
Meet, and agreeing with thine infancy ; 
In that respect then, like a loving child, 
Shed yet some sm dl drops from thy tender spring. 
Because kind nature doth require it so : 
Friends should associate friends in grief and woe : 
Bid him farewell ; commit him to the grave ; 
Do him that kindness, and take leave of him. 

Boy. O grundsire, grandsire ! even with all my heart 
'Would I were dead, so vou did live a^rain ! 

lord, I cannot spe^ik to him for weeping ; 

My tears will choke me, if I ope my mouth. "" 

Enter Attendants^ "Jinth Aaron. 

1 Rcyin, You sad Andronici, have done with woes ; 
Give sentence on this execrable wretch, 
That hath been breeder of these dire events. 

Laic. Set him breast-deep in earth, and famish him ; 
There let him stand, and rave and cry for food : 
If any one relieves or pities him, 
For the oftence he dies. This is our doom : 
Some stay, to see him fastened in the earth. 

Aar, O, why should wrath be mute, and fury dumb ? 

1 am no baby, I, that, with base prayers, 
I should repent the evils 1 have done ; 
Ten thousand, worse than ever yet I did. 
Would 1 perform, if 1 might have my will ; 
If one good deed in all my life I did, 

I do repent it from my very soul. 

hue. Some loving friends convey the emperor hence. 
And give him burial in his father's grave : 
My father, and Lavinia, shall forthwith 
Be closed in our household's monument. 



